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2 — 4 


The poet's eye, in a fine 


Doth glance from he u to earth, from earth to heave, © 
And, as imagination 


„ fen 


Turns them to ſhape, and gives to airy nothing: ' 
4 hecel habitation and « nam:. * 


See Mi qſummer Night's Dream, p. 87. 
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The Fig. Part, of Hxxuv I. 


CARE. $CENE I. 5 
oh brag after Civil War, ”_ | 


O ſhaken as we are, ſo wan with care, 

Find we a time for frighted peace to 

pant, 

_—_ breathe © thort-winded accents of 
- new brolls. 

To be commenc 3 in ſtronds a- far remote. 

No more, the thirſty entrance of this ſoil 


(i) Shall 1 her ure with her own | children's | 


blood: 
n * | = 3 X te ad No 


(1) Shall. damp.) i. e. wet, moiſten : the old editions, __ 


with them the Oxford, read datob; there ſeems to me ſomething 


greatly like Shakeſpear i in that word, but I have sept .damp, as. 


* is. generally approv'd,, The word files, in the fourth lin 


following, 


F 


— — — 
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2... The Beanzies af SnAK SPEAR... » 
No more ſhall trenching war channel her fields, 
Nav bruiſe her flowrets with the armed hoofs | 
Of offife paces Thoſe oppoſed less, &; 
Which like the meteors of a troubled heav'n, 
All of one nature, of one ſubſtance bred, 
Did lately meet in the inteſtine ſhock 
And furious cloſe of civil butchery, — 
Shall now, in mutual, well beſeeming, ranks, 
March all one way; and be no more oppos d 
Againſt acquaintance, kindred, and allies: 
The edge of war, like an ill - ſheathed knife, 
No more ſhall cut his maſter. 


SNR. IV. Hotſpur's Deſcription of a finical 


Courtier. 


* — „ 


ob === nfo. lc = 


Put I remember, when the fight was done, 
When I was dry with rage, and extreme to l, 
Breathleſs, and faint, leaning upon my ſword ; 
Came there à certain lord, neat, trimly dreſs'd : 
Freſh as a bridegroom, and his chin, new-reap'd, 
Shew'd like a ſtubble-land at harveſt-home. 

He was perſumed like a milliner ;_ | 
And 'twixt his finger and his thumb, he held 


I > 28 


(2) A pouncet-box, which ever and anon Fu 
He gave his noſe-: (and took't away again ; ** 
Who, therewith angry, when it next came ere, I = 


following, is in the old editions eyes ; and thus alter d by Mr. I hin 
Warburton : others read arms. I don't know whether eyes might 
not be juſtified, but I think files preferable, See Ur r. p- 334+ 
(2) Pouncet-box.) A ſmall box for muſk, or other perfumes; n 
then in faſhion, the lid of which being cut with open work, 8 
gave it its name: from poinſoner, to prick, pierce, or engrave. con 
So ſays Mr. Warburton, and then condemns the next lines as a he 
ftupid "interpolation of the players: they are certainly not very ga 
eaſy to be deſended, but we find many ſuch conceits as theſe in 
akeſpear, | Ls 
” 4 4 ? Took 


cal 


Took it in ſnuff}, And ſtill he ſmil'd and talk od?! 
and as the ſoldiers bare dead bodies b,, 
He call'd them untaught knaves, unmannerly,. - 
o bring a ſlovenly, unhandſome coarſe |  . 
Betwixt the wind, and his nobility. 

ith many holiday and lady terms 5 
He queſtion'd me: amongſt the reſt, demanded , _ 
My priſoners, in your majeſty's behalf. = ane > 
(3) I then, all ſmarting with my wounds, being cold. 
Out of my grief, and my impatience _ * 
To be ſo peſter'd with a popinjay, 
Anſwer'd, neglectingly, I know not what; 
He ſhould, or ſhould not; for he made me mad, 
To ſee him ſhine ſo briſk, and ſmell ſo ſweet, 
And talk ſo like a waiting gentlewoman, 
Of guns, and drums, and wounds ; (God ſave the 

mark !) 

And telling me the ſovereign'ſ thing on earth 
Was parmacety, for an inward bruile ; 
And that it was great pity, ſo it was, 
This villainous ſalt-petre ſhould be digg'd 


(3) I then, &c.) When I firſt read this paſſage, I mark'd the 
lines, as I have printed them, and turning to the ingenious Mr, Eg- 
wards's canons of Criticiſm (p. 13.) I found he was of opinion, 
the lines ſhould be ſo tranſpoſed : by this means the ſenſe of the paſ- 
ſage is quite clear, and we have no occaſion for any alteration. 
Mr. Warburton in order to make a contradiction in the common 
reading, and ſo make way for his emendation, miſrepreſents 
Hotſpur as at this time [when he gave this anſwer] not cold, but 
bot. It is true, that at the beginning of the ſpeech he deſcribes 
himſelf as | 

Dry with rage and extreme toil, 
Breathleſs, and faint, &c— ? . 


Then comes in this gay 
courſe, the heads of whi 
context, it muſt have laſted a conſiderable while, © Now the mor 
he had heated himfelf in the action, the more when he came to 
Rand ſtill any time, wou'd the coli air affe & his wounds, G. 
ED ways. 
B 2 


tleman, and holds him in an idle Af. FN 
Hotſpur gives us ; and it is plain by cke > 


4 The Beauties of SnaAk s PEAR. 
Oat of the bowels of the harmleſs earth, 
Which many a good tall fellow had deſtroy'd 
So cowardly : and 'but for theſe vile guns, 
He would himſelf have been a ſoldier. 


DANGER. 
I'll read your matter, deep and dangerous! 
As full of peril and advent'rous ſpirit, 


As to o'er-walk a current, roaring loud, 
On the unſteadfaſt footing of a ſpear, 


HONOUR. 


{4) By heav'ns ! methinks, it were an eaſy leap, 
To pluck bright honour from the pale-fac'd moon: 
Or dive into the bottom of the deep, 3 
Where fathom- line could never touch the ground, 
And pluck up drowned honour by the locks : 

So he, that doth redeem her thence, might wear 
Without corrival all her dignities. 
But out upon this half-fac'd fellowſhip ! 


(4) By heav'ns ! &c.) I will not take upon me to defend this 
paſſage from the charge laid againft it of bombaſt and fuſtian, but 
will only obſerve, if we read it in that light it is perhaps one 
of the fineſt rants to be found in any author. Mr. Warburton 
attempts to clear it from the charge, and obſerves, “ tho the 
expreſſion be ſublime and daring, yet the thought is the natural 
movement of an heroic mind. Euripides, at leaſt, (as he adds) 
thought ſo, when he put the very ſame ſentiment, in the 
fame words, into the mouth of Eteacles. tt. 


| Eyw Yap, &C.— 
I will not cloak my ſoul ; methinks with eaſe 
I cou'd ſcale heaven, and reach the fartheſt ſtar ; 
Or to the deepeſt entrails of the earth 
Peſcending, pierce; ſo be I cou'd; obtain 
A kingdom, at the price, and god-like rule. 
ACT 


"ITE. % * 1 


hy 2 


) 
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The Fin Part of HY IV. 5 


ac T SCENE vi. 
Lady Piercy's pathetick Speech to her Huſband. 


(5) O my good lord, why are you thus alone? 
For what offence have I this fort- night been 
A baniſh'd woman from my Harry's bed? | 
Tell me, ſweet lord, what is't that takes from thee 
Thy ſtomach, pleaſure, and thy golden ſleep ? | 
Why doſt thou bend thy eyes upon the earth, 
And ſtart ſo oſten, when thou ſitt'ſt alone? 
Why haſt thou loſt the freſh blood in thy cheeks, 
And given my treaſures, and my rights of "thee, 
To thick-ey'd muſing, and'curs'd melancholy ? 
In thy faint ſlumbers I by thee have watcht, 
And heard thee murmur tales of iron wars: 
Speak terms of manage to thy buunding ſteed; 
Cry, courage ! to the field ! and thou haſt talk d 
Of ſallies, and retires; of trenches, tents, 
Of paliſadoes, fortins, parapets ; 
Of baſiliſks, of cannon, culverin, 
Of priſoner's ranſom, and of ſoldiers flain, 
And all the current of a heady fight. 
Thy ſpirit within thee hath been ſo at war, 
And thus hath fo beſtirr'd thee in thy ſleep, 
That beads of ſweat have ſtood upon thy brow, 
Like bubbles in a late diſturbed ſtream: 
And in thy face ſtrange motions have appear'd, 
Such as we ſee, when men reſtrain their breath 
On ſome great ſudden haſte. O, what portents are 

theſe ! * 

Some heavy buſineſs hath my lord in hand, 
And I muſt know it, elſe he loves me not. 


(5) See Portia's 1 7 to Brutus in Julius Cæſar, A& II. 
Scene III. | 
| B 3 ACT 


- <4 — 
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1 285 ACTI. SCENE 1. 
Prodigies ridiculd. 


(6) I blame him not: at my nativity, 
The front of heay*n was full of fiery ſhapes, 
Of burning ereſſets; know, that, at my birth, 
The frame andithe foundation of the earth 
Shook like a-coward, © © | 
Hot. So it would have done : 
At the ſame ſeaſon, if your mother's cat 
Had kitten'd, though yourſelf had ne'er been born. 
* + „% „% # „ 
Diſeaſed nature oftentimes breaks forth 
In ſtrange eruptions ; and the teeming earth 
Is with a kind of cholick pinch'd and vext, 
By the impriſoning of unruly wind | 
Within her womb ; which, for enlargement riving; 
Shakes the old beldame earth, and topples down 
9 tow'rs and moſs- grown ſteeples. 


On miſerable Rhymers. 


(7) I had rather be a kitten, and cry, mew ! 
Than one of theſe ſame meeter-ballad-mongers : 


79 


(6) I blame, &c.) Glendower was mightily ſuperſtitious, he 
adds afterwards 
——— Give me leave 
To tell you once again, that at my birth 
The front of beav'n was full of fiery ſhapes, 
The goats ran from the mountains, and the herds 
Were ftrangely clam'rous in the frighted fields: 
Theſe figns have marked me extraordinary, 
And all the courſes of my life do Ahew, 
1 am not in the roll of common men. 


4 (7) I had, uc. e aa of poetry, ſpeaking of poet 
Si a ſters, lays ; * 


The Fo Part of Hexny IV, 7 
I'd rather hear a brazen candleſtick turn'd, 0 IN 
Or a dry wheel grate on the axle · tree, BA 
And that would nothing ſet my teeth n 

Nothing ſo much as mincing poetry 3 © oy | 
Tis * a g . rain ni.” 1 


Prodicty in "Borges," q 


13" _—_ give thrice ſo much land . Ee. 
To any well-deſerving friend ? * 
But in the way of bargain, mark ye me, 
I'll cavil on the ninth Part of a hair, 


4 Huſband Jag 2 by a fair Wie. 


(8) — Ste bids you « hee 
All on the wanton ruſhes lay you down, 
And reſt e head a lap, 


1 
And 


Ut 1 &c. 
A mad dog $ foam, th' infection of the plague, 
And all the judgments of the angry gods 
Are bot avoided more by men of ſenſe, 
Than poetaſters in their raging — 


And again; 


*Tis hard to ſay, whether for facrilege, 3 
Or inceſt, or ſome more unheard of crime, 
The rhyming fiend is ſent into theſe men : 
But they are all moſt viſibly poſſeſt, 
And like a bated bear, when he breaks looſe, 
Without diſtinction ſeize on all they meet: 

| Learn'd, or unlearn'd, none ſcape within their reach; 

* Sticking like leeches, till they burſt with blood,) 

. Without remorſe inſatiably they read, 
And * "tilt they have read men dead. 
RoscoMMON, 


(8) She bids, Kc. ] There is ſomething extremely tender and 
pleaſing in theſe lines, as well as in the following, * Philaſter, 
; which juſtly def c to be compared with them: 

A B + 9 — Whe 


1 
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And the will ſing the ſong that pleaſeth you, 
And on your eye-lids crown the God of ſleep, 

C harming your. blood with pleafing heavineſs ; 
Making ſuch diff rence betwixt wake and ſleep, 
9) As is the diff rence betwixt day; and night, 
he hour before the heavenly-harneſs'd team 
Eegins his golden progreſs in the eaſt. 


| —= Who" ſhall now tell you 

How much I lov'd you ? who ſhall ſwear it to you, 
Ind weep the tears I ſend ? who ſhall now bring you 
Letters, rings, bracelets, loſe his health in ſervice ? 
Wake tedious nights in ſtories of your praiſe ? 

Who now ſhall fing your crying elegies, 

Ans ſtrike a ſad ſoul into ſenſeleſs pictures, 

And make them mourn? who ſhall take up his bus 
And touch it, till he cron a fileat ſleep _ = 
Upon my eye-lid, making me dream and cry, 


| 3 9 28 „ 


(9 Ai Kc. ] It is "remarkable of Milton, that whenever he 
tan have an opportunity, he takes particular notice of the even- 
ing twilight, but I don't at preſent recollect any paſſage where 
he deſcribes this morning-twilight, which Shakeſpear ſo beautifully 
hints at : nothing can exceed this lovely deſcription in the àth 
book of his Paradiſe Loft.— 


Now came ſtill evening on, and twilight gray 
Had in her ſober livery all things clad : | 
Silence accompanied: for beaſt and bird, = 
They to their graſſy couch, theſe to their neſts 
Were ſlunk, all but the wakeful nightingale; 
She all night long her amorous deſeant ſung : 

Silence was pleas'd 3 now glow'd the firmament 
With living ſaphirs : Heſperus, that led 
The ſtarry hoſt, rode brighteſt, till the moon, 
Riſing in clouded majeſty, at length 

' Apparent queen unveil'd her peerlefs light, 

And o'er the dark her filver mantle threw. , V. 598. 


"The reader will be agreeably entertain'd, if he refers to the paſ- 
ſage in Dr. Newton's Edition of Milton. 


- = . - * - 
44 $4 4 ' a * * * 
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The Firſt Part of Henzy IV. 9 


: 
Scene IV. King Henry the 4th to his Sen. 


Had I ſo laviſh of my preſence been, 
So common hackney'd in the eyes of men, 
So ſtale and cheap to vulgar company; 
Opinion, that did help me to the crown, 
Had ſtill kept loyal to poſleflion ; 
And left me in reputeleſs baniſhment, 
A fellow of no mark, nor likelihood. 
But being ſeldom ſeen, I could not ſtir 
But, like a comet, I was wonder'd at ! 
(10) That men would tell their children, * © This 
is he.” 
Others would ſay, *<* Where ? which is Bolinbroke . 
And then I flole all courteſy from heav'n, 
And dreſt myſelf in much humility, 
That I did pluck allegiance from mens hearts, 
Loud ſhouts and ſalutations from their mouths, 
Even in the preſence of the crowned king. 
Thus did I keep my perſon freſh and new, 
My preſence like a robe pontifical, 
Ne'er ſeen, but wonder'd at: and ſo my fate, 
Seldom, but ſumptuous, ſhewed like a feaſt, 
And won, by rarene(s,. ſuch folemnity. 
The ſkipping king, he ambled up and down 
With ſhallow jefters, and raſh bavin wits, 
Soon kindled, and ſoon burnt : (1 1) 'ſcarded his ſtate: 


(10) That be, &c,] At pakbrum ef Ad monſtrarier, .& dider 
Lic eſt. Perfius, 


Oh it is brave to be admired, toe 12707 eiten ban 
The crowd with pointing fingers cry, © That s he? 
Da YDEN, 


(12) Scarded, &c.) 7. e. diſearded, 8 off, "This lies] is 
Mr. Warburton's : the old one is, card. * this elifion is not unuſual 
with the poets ; 2 amongſt the older ones we have 
ſde gn for diſdain, & Ee. 

B 5 Mirg'ed 


3 


_ *Rife from the ground like feather'd Mercury; 


10 The Beauties of SHAKESPEAR, 
Mingled his royalty with carping fools ; 

Had his great name profaned with their ſcorns; 
And gave his countenance, againſt his name, 
To laugh with gybing boys, and ſtand the puſh 
Of every beardleſs, vain comparative: 

Grew a companion to the common ſtreets, 
Enfeoff d himſelf to popularity: 

That being daily ſwallow'd by mens eyes, 

They ſurfeited with honey, and began 

To loath the taſte of ſweetneſs ; whereof a little 
More than a little is by much too much. 

So when he had occaſion to be ſeen, 

He was but, as the cuckow .is in June, 

Heard, not regarded : ſeen, but with ſuch eyes, 
As, fick and blunted with community, 

Afford no extraordinary gaze; 

Such as is bent on ſun-like majeſty, 

When it ſhines ſeldom in admiring eyes: 

But rather drowz'd, and hung their eye-lids down, 
Slept in his face, and rendred ſuch aſpect 

As cloudy men uſe to their adverſaries, 


Being with his preſence glutted, gorg'd, and full. 


rn. 
A gallant Warriar. 


I ſaw young Harry, with his beaver on,“ 
His cuiſſes on his thighs, gallantly arm'd, 


And vaulted with ſuch eaſe into his ſeat, 
As if an angel dropt down from the clouds, 
To turn and wind a fiery pegaſſus, 

And witch the world with noble horſemanſhip. 


* Os] Others read up ; and there ſem great prodabiity init 
ACT 


 — a ann —— it. ad 


The Finſ Part of HENRY IV. 11 


ACT V. SCENE II. 
Falſtaff”s Catechiſm, 


(12) Well, tis no matter, honour pricks me On. 

But how, if honour prick me off, when I come n _.7_ 
How then? Can honour ſet toa leg? Naz or an am 
no: or take away the grief of a wound? No: Honour 
hath no ſkill in ſurgery then ? No: what is honour ? 
a word. What is the word honour? air: a trim 
reckoning.—Who hath-it ? he that dy'd a Wedneſday. 
Doth he feel it? No: doth he hear it? No! is it inſen- 
fible then? yea, to the dead: but will it not live 
with the living? No : why ? detraction will not ſuf- 
fer it. Therefore, 1'll none of it; honour is a meer 
ſcutcheon; and ſo ends my catechiſm. 


(12) Well, &c.) In the king and no king of Beaumont and Fletcher, 
we have a character, plainly drawn from Shakeſpear*s Falfaffy 
how ſhort it is, and muſt neceſlarily be of the original, I need not 
obſerve. © 1 think, ſays Mr, Theobald, in his firſt note on that 
play, the character of Beſſus muſt be allowed in general a fine 
copy from Shakeſpear's inimmble Falſaf. He is a coward, yet 
wou'd fain ſet up for a hero: oſtentatious without any grain of 
merit to ſupport his vain-glory : a lyar throughout, to exalt his 
aſſumed qualifications z and lewd, without any countenance from 
the ladies to give him an umbrage for it. As. to his wit and 
humour, the precedence muſt certainly be adjudg'd to Falftaff, 
the great original.” The authors, in the third act, have in- 
troduced him talking on the fame ſubject with Fa/faff here; 
though not in the ſame excellent manner, (an account of 
which ſee in Mr, Upton's obſervations on Shakeſpear, p. 113.) 
Beſſus. © They talk of fame, I have gotten it in the wars, and 
will afford any man a reaſonable penny-worth; ſome will ſay, 
they could be content to have it, but that it is to be atchiev d 
with danger; but my opinion is otherwiſe : for if J might ſtand 
ſtill in cannon-proof, and have fame fall upon me, I would 
refuſe it ; my reputation came principally by thinking to run 
away, which no body knows but Mardorius, and, I think, he 
contceals it to anger me, &c. The falſe and fooliſh notions of fame 
and honour are no where, that I know of, ſo well and juftl 
cenfured, as in Mr. Wellaſton's religion of Nature Ae 
ſect 5. p. 116. printed in 1726. 


Sceng 


12 The Firft Part of HENRY IV. 
Scene V. Life demands Aion. 


{13) O gentlemen, the time of life is ſhort ; 
To ſpend that ſhortneſs baſely were too long, 
Tho' life did ride upon a dial's point, 

Still ending at th' arrival of an hour. 


(13) O gentlemen, &c.] See All's well that ends well. Act 5, 
Scene 4, and the note. Virgil beautifully obſerves | 
Stat ſua cuigue dies, breve & irreparabile tempus 
Omnibus eft vite ; ſed famam extendere fats 


Hoc virtutis opus. ——— En. 10. 


To all that breathe is fixt th* appointed date, 
Life' is but ſhort, and circumſcrib'd by fate : [1 
*Tis virtue's work by fame to ftretch the ſpan, 
Whofe ſcanty limit bounds the days of man. £ 
67 | oi 2 k ier. 


A wa A _ ww 2394 


- y * — 
er? = : ener N 
119 1:44 BY 13 7 TTY I * 


98 88888 2 JE 


TY 2 


| 7 wo (el 64 Tx 83 2&4 T7 
The ſecond. Part of HNA IV... 
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Protogue to the ſecond Part of Henry IV. 


RUMOU en 


From the orient to the drooping well, * f oo 


Making the wind my poſt-horſe, ſtill unfold | |; 


The acts commenced on this ball of earth: 


%) Upon my tongues continual ſanders ride; ert 


- 


— 


: 


6 


7 
P 


— 


f = 


(1) Upon my, K.] In the ſtage- direction, rumour is ſaid to 
enter painted full of tongues. Shakeſpear, in his deſcription of ru- 
mour, had doubtleſs a view either to Virgil's celebrated deſcription 
of fame, or Ovid's deſcription of her cave in the 12th book of 
his metamorphoſes : I ſhall give the reader part of both: and in 


as cloſe a tranſlation as poſſible, that he may judge the better, 
Monſtrum, borrendum, &c. 

A monſter; hideous, vaſt ; as'many plumes 
As in her body ſtick, ſo many eyes 
Towards waking (wondrous to relate). | 
There grew beneath; as many babbling tongues, 
And liſt ning ears as many went the flies | 
Noiſy thro” ſhades obſcure, twixt carth and heav'nt 
Nov are her eyes by pleafing lumber clos d; 
Watchful and prying round, by day, ſhe fits K 
On ſome high top, or lofty tow'r, 
And mighty towns alarms : nor leſs intent 
On ſpreading falſhood, than reporting truth. &c: 


| Atria turba tenent, &c. «i 


*Hither in crowds the vulgar come and go; 42 (To the of Fo 
Millions of rumours here fly to and fro: of - fame) 


Lies mixt with truth, reports that vary ſtill, 
The itching ears of follæs unguarded fill: | 

They tell the tale; the tale in telling grows, 

And each relater adds to what he knows; 
Raſh error, light credulity are here; 


And cauſeleſs tranſport and ill-grounded fear; " Kew 


See Trap. Ving. K. 4 
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The which, in every language I pronounce ;. 
Stuffing the ears of men with falſe reports, 
I ſpeak: of peace while covert enmity, 
Under the ſmile of ſafety, wounds the world ; 
And who but rumour, who but only I,. 
Make fearful muſters; aud prepar d defence, —- 
* Whilſt che big year, ſwol'n with ſome other griefs, 
Is thought with child by the ſtern tyrant war, 
And no ſuch matter ? Rumour is a pipe 
Blown by ſurmiſes, jealouſies, conjectures; 
And, of ſo eaſy and ſo plain a ſtop, 
That the blunt monſter, * with uncounted heads, 
The ſtill diſcordant wavering multitude, Fes 
Can play upon it. 

Aba SS CCENTEL...... 

CONTENTION. 

. — — Contention, like a horſe _ 
Full of high feeding, madly hath broke er 
And bears down all before him. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 
Poſt-Meenger. ee 6 


After him came fpurring hard . 
A gentleman, almoſt fore-ſpent with ſpeed; 
That ſtopp'd by me to breathe his bloodied horſe: 
He aſk'd the way to Cheer; and of him 
I did demand the news from Shrewſbury. 
He told me that rebellion had ill luck; 


2 that yourg Harry Piercy's ſpur was cold. is 


Weworais' d ſedition, ſecret whiſpers blown 
By nameleſs authors and of things unknown, | 
Fame all that's done in heav'n, earth, ocean views, 
And o'er the world ftill hunts around for news, 
See Garth 8 Ovid, b. 12. 


Var, &c.] Others read ear, 
7 - With 


The ſecond Part of HENRY IV. 15 
With that he gave his able horſe the head, 
And, bending forward, ſtruck his agile heels 
Againſt the panting ſides of his poor jade 
Up to the rowel-head ; and, ftarting ſo, 
He ſeem'd in running to devour the Way, 
Scaying no longer queſtion. 
Scens Ill. AM. enger with ill news, 

Yea, this man's brow, like to a title-leaf, 
Foretels the nature of a tragic volume: 
So looks the ſtrond, whereon th” imperious flood 

Hath left a, witneſs'd uſurpation. | 
| Thou trembleſt, and the whiteneſs in thy cheek 
Is apter than thy tongue to tell thy errand. 
Even ſuch a man, ſo faint, ſo ſpiritleſs, 
So dull, ſo dead in look, ſo woe-be-gone, 
Drew Priam's curtain in the dead of night, 
And would have told him half his Troy was burn'd. 

I ſee a ſtrange confeſhon in thine eye; 
Thou ſhak'ſt thy head, and hold ſt it fear or fin 
To ſpeak a truth: If he be ſlain, ſay ſo; 
The tongue offends. not that reports his death: 
And he doth fin, that doth belie the dead, 
Not he, which ſays, the dead is not alive. 
(2) Yet the firſt bringer of unwelcome news 
Hath but a loſing office ; and his tongue 
Sounds ever after as a ſullen bell, | 
Remember'd tolling a departing friend. 

(2) Yet Ko.] Mr. Theobald remarks: this obſervation is cer. 


tainly true in nature, and has the ſanction of no leſs authorities 


than thoſe of AÆſcbylus and ocles, Pies almoſt the 
thing with our author here. = WY _ 


Nu, &c. 
Alas ! the bringer of unwelcome news 
Hath but an evil and unwelcome office, LE ſchylus, © 
The ingrateful taſk of bringing evil news 
Is ever odious ———— Sopbocles, 


1 Greater 
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Greater griefs deſtroy the eſs. 
As the wretch, whoſe fever-weaken' d joints, 
Like ſtrengthleſs hinges, buckle under life, 
Impatient of his fit, breaks like a fire 
Out of his keeper's arms; ev'n ſo my limbs, 
Weaken'd with grief, being now enrag'd with grief, 
Are thrice themſelves. Hence therefore, thou nice 
crutcls ; © | » ö 
A ſcaly gauntlet now with joints of ſteel 
Muſt glove this hand: And hence, thou ſickly quoif, 
Thou art a guard too wanton for the head, 
Which princes, fleſh'd with conqueſt, aim to hit. 
Now bind my brows with iron, and approach 
The rugged'it hour that time and ſpight dare bring 
To frown upon th' enrag'd Northumberland! _ 
(3) Let heav'n kiſs earth! now let not nature's hand 


(3) Let] Longinus in his 15th ſection ſpeaking of noble and 
terrible images, commends Æſcbylus for his ſucceſs in them: 
© Zſchylus, ſays he, has made bold attempts in noble and truly 
heroic images : as, in one of his tragedies, the ſeven commanders 
againſt Thebes, without betraying the leaft ſign of pity or regret, 
bind themſelves by oath not to furvive Eteocles : | 


The ſeven; awarlike leader, each in chief, 

Stood round, and o'er the black bronze ſhield they ſlew 
A ſullen bull: then plunging deep their hands 

Into the foaming gore, with oaths invok'd 

Mars and Enyo, and blood-thirſty terror.“ 


Upon which the tranſlator, judiciouſly quoting a fine image of 
this ſort from Milton, afterwards obſerves © how vehemently does 
the fury of Northumberland exert itſelf in Shakeſpear, when he 
hears of the death of his ſon Herſpur. The rage and diſtraction of the 
ſurviving father ſhews how important the ſon was in his opinion, 
Nothing muſt be, now he is not: Nature itſelf muſt fall with 
Percy. His grief renders him frantic ;. his anger deſperate,” And 
I think we may juſtly add, that no writer excells ſo much in theſe 
great and terrible images as Shakeſpear, the /Zſchylus of the 


Brisiſb ſtage. See Timon of Athens, A. 4+ 8. 1. 


The ſecond Part of Hixngy IV. 17 


Keep the wild flood conbin'd 1, Let order die, 
and let this world no longer be a ſtage 
To feed” contention in a hog'ring act: 
But let one ſpirit of the firſt-born Cain; / 
Reign in all boſoms, that each heart being ſet e 
On bloody coutſes, the rude ſcene may end, | 
(4) And darkneſs be the burier of the dead! 


SCENE VI. The fickleneſs of tt the vulgar. 0 


* An habitation giddy and unſure 
| Hath he, that buildeth on the vulgar heart. 
O thou fond many! with What loud applauſe 


Did'ſt thou beat heav'n with bleſſing Bolingbroke, 
Before he was, what thou would'ſt have him be? 
And now, being trim'd up: in thine own deſires, | 
Thou, beaſtly feeder, art ſo full of him, 

BW Tharthou provole'ſt thyſelf to caſt him up. 


jo4 4%3 


7 ACTI. SCENE 'Þ: 

iy 0 8 EI 

t, — O gentle ſlee p. 5 F: — 5 
Nature's ſoft a how have I Eu thee, _ 


That 

7a And: 8 ble eee * wa pers mo. 1997 

With me, departing hence, all earth conſum' d 4 

Periſh in general conflagration, ' © 
And Medea tells us, the ſhall then only reſt. 

When with herſelf all nature is involy'd 

In univerſal ruin Ser. Me. AQ 3. 
*® See Coriolanut, A. 1. S. 3. 


90 5) 0 gentle, &&.] ; - OOTY in bbs 34 book and firſt ode, tells. us, 
Sleep diſdains not to dwell with the poor; take it i ve, RR 0 
paraphraſe : | 137 
Sheep is a god too proud to wait in ten r L 
2 ſo humble tao as not to — g 
The meaneſt country cottages: 
His poppey grows amongſt the corn. 
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That thou no more wilt weigh my eye-lids down, 
And ſteep my ſenſes in forgetfulneſs ? | 
Why rather, fleep, ly'ſt thou in ſmoaky cribs, 
Upon uneaſy pallets ſtretching thee, 
And huſh'd with buzzing night - flies to thy ſlumber ; 
Than in the perfum'd chambers of the great, 
Under the-canopies of coſtly ſtate, 
And JulPd with ſounds of ſweeteſt melody? 
O thou dull god, why ly'ſt thou with the vile 
In loathſome beds, and leav'ſt the kingly couch 
A watch-caſe to a common larum-bell ? 
Wilt thou, upon the high and giddy maſt, 
Seal up the ſhip-bays eyes, and rock his brains, 
In cradle of the rude, imperious ſurge; 
And in the viſitation of che winds, 
Who take the ruffian billows by the top, 
Curling their monſtrous heads, and hanging them 
With deaf'ning clamours in the ſlipp'ry ſhrouds, 
The halcyon deep will never build his neſt, © 
In any ſtormy breaſt; © + 
*Tis not enough that he does find 
Clouds and darkneſs in their mind, 
4 Darkneſs but half his work will do ; | 
'*Tis not enough, he muſt find quiet too. 
But whatever paſſages we may find like the former part of this 
ſpeech, there is nothing I ever met with equal to the bold and 
ſublime flight in the latter part of it: Lee, indeed, has taken a 
hint from it, the thought is ſo great and uncommon, it muſt be ] 
only Shateſpear that could have foar'd ſo high. 


So ſleeps the ſea-boy on the cloudy maſt, 
Safe as a drowſy Tryton, rock' d with ſtorms, 
While toffing' princes wake on beds of down. 0 
Sir Thomas Hanmer thus explains the line A watch-caſe, &c. t] 
© This alludes to the watchmen ſet in gariſon- towns, upon ſome 
eminence attending upon an alarum- bell, which he was to ring out 0 
in caſe of fire, or any approaching danger. He had a cafe or box 
to ſhelter him from the weather, but at his utmoſt peril he was 
not to ſleep whilſt he was upon duty. Theſe alarum-bells are 
mentioned in ſeveral other places of Sh „ The word 


Pallet at the beginning fignifies a little low | ny 
%. 9 | | That, 


The ſecond Part of Haynxy IV. 19 
That, with the hurly, death itſelf awakes ? £ 
Can'ſt thou, O partial fleep, give thy repoſe 
To the wet ſea-boy in an hour ſo rude? 

And, in the calmeſt, and the ſtilleſt night, 

With all appliances and means to boot, 

Deny it to a king ? | 2 

ACT IV. SCENE VIII. 
The character of king HENRY V. by his father, 

He is gracious if he be obſerv'd; 

He hath a tear for pity, and a hand 

Open as day, for melting charity : 

Yet notwithſtanding, being incens'd, he's flint: 

As humorous as winter, and as ſudden, | 

(6) As flaws congealed in the ſpring of day. 

His temper therefore muſt be well obſerv'd ; 

Chide him for faults, and do it reverently, 

When you perceive his blood inclin'd to mirth ; : 

But being moody, give him line and ſcope, 

Till, that his paſſions, like a whale on ground, 

Confound themſelves with working. 


SCENE IX, On FORTUNE. 


(7) Will fortune never come with both hands full, 


But write her fair words ſtill in fouleſt letters? £1 
0 


(6) As flaws.) The meaning of the word in this place ſeems 
to be, the ſmall blades of ice, which are ſtruck on the edges of 
the water in winter mornings and which 1 have heard called by 
that name. Edwardi. See canons of criticiſm, p- 71. 
(7) Will, &.) This obſervation is no leſs common than true « 


Ovid ſays, 
Nulli fincera Voluptas, 80 
Sollicitigue aliquid letis interuenit. Met, J. 7. 
No mortal bleſſings ever come fincere, | 
Pleaſure may lead, but grief brings up the rear, A 
| ad 
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She either gives a ſtomach and no food, 
Such are the poor, in health; or elſe a feaſt, 


And takes away the ſtomach: ſuch the rich 
That have abundance and enjoy it not. 


SCENE X. Reflections on 4 Crown, 

O poliſh'd pertubation! golden care 
That keep'ſt the ports of flumber open wide : 
To many a watchful night: fleep with it now 
Yet not ſo ſound, and half ſo deeply ſweet, 
(8) As he, whoſe brow, with homely biggen bound, 
Snores out the watch of night. O majeſty ! 
When thou doſt pinch thy bearer, thou doſt fit 


And in Plautus his Anpbytrion there is alike remark, 
© Datin parva, &. 


How ſhort, how trifling are the joys of life 
If with-the evils that it brings compas d? 
This is the ſtate of man, decreed by heav'n, 
That all his pleaſure ſhall be mix'd with pain, 
And laſting woe ſucceed each ſhort delight. 
Anon), 


(8) A, c] The word biggen fignifies properly a cap or coif of 
innen, worn by children, and here any meaner kind of nigbr- 
cap. The poets abound with complaints of the miſeries of great 


neſs: In one of the choruſes of Senecas Hercules Oetæus, they ſing 


0 1 pateant, Kc. | 

Oh were the minds of great ones ſeen, 
What cares tempeſtuous rage within, 

And ſcourge their ſouls ; the Brutian ſea 

Toſs'd by wild ftorms, more calm than they: 

And again | 

Let others inſolent and great, 

Enjoy the treach'rous ſmiles of fate : 

To courts, oh, never let me roam; 

Bleſt with content and at home. 

May my ſmall bark in ſafety ſail, 

Ne'er tempted by a proſp'rous gale, 

Roviag to leave the fight of ſhore : | 
And dang rous diſtant deeps explore Ward. 


Like 


"—_—_—_ ws _—_—« P 


ke 


The ſecond Part of HVR * IV. 21 
Like a rich armour, worn in heat of day, F 
That ſcalds with ſafeex. 


Scens XI. GOLD. 


9) How quickly nature 

Falls to revolt, when gold becomes her object? 

For this, the fooliſh over- careful fathers 

Have broke their ſleep with thought, their brains 
with care, | * 

Their bones with induſtry: for this engroſſed 

The canker'd heaps of ſtrange - atchieved gold: 

For this they have been thoughtful to inveſt 

Their ſons with arts and martial exerciſes: 

When, like the bee, culling from ev ry flow'r, 

Our thighs are packt with wax, our mouths with 
honey, 4 W 

We bring it to the hive; and, like the bees, 

Are murther'd for our pains. 8 

Ac Roar 
The chief juſtice to king Henry V. whom he bad 
. © 1mprijoned. N 

If the deed were ill, 

Be you contented, wearing now the garland, 

To have a ſon, ſet your decrees at naught, 

To pluck down juſtice from your awful bench: 

To trip the courſe of law, and blunt the ſword 


(9) How &c. ] If the miſeries of greatneſs be ſo univerſal a topic, 
we have one before us that is ſtill more ſo: Shateſpear perhaps 
has excelled any writer on the ſubje& in this place and other parts 
of his works, but more particularly in Tian of Athers, (which 
ſee A. 4. $.3, Kc.) It would be eaſy to quote numberleſs fimilar 
paſſages, but the univerſality of the topic, and every reader's ob- 
ſervation muſt render it tedious and unneceſſar r. 


7%. 11. has 
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That guards the peace and ſafety of your perſon. 
Nay more to ſpurn at your moſt royal image, 
And mock your working in a ſecond body. 
Queſtion your royal thoughts, -make the caſe yours, 
Be now the father, and propoſe a ſon; - 

Hear your own dignity ſo much profan'd : 

See your moſt dreadful laws ſo looſely lighted, 
Behold yourſelf fo by a ſon diſdain'd, 

And then imagine me taking your part, 

And in your power ſo ſilencing your ſon, 


— 
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The Life N. rb Ve 


PROLOGUE ' 


For a muſe of fire, that would aſcend - 
The brighteſt heaven of invention ! 
A kingdom for a ftage, princes to act, 
And monarchs to behold the fwelling ſcene ! 
Then ſhould the warlike Harry, like himſelf, 
Aſſume the part of Mars; and at his heels, 
(Leaſht in, like hounds) ſhould famine, ſword, and 


(1), 


n fire, | : ” 
Crouch for employment. 
ACT I. SCENE 
CONSIDERATION. 


Confideration, like an angel, came, 
(2) And whipt th' offending Adam out of him; : 
MA. L.eaſfng 


(1) © for, &c.] Milton, who was a zealous admirer and ſtudious 
Imitator of our author, ſeems to have had the fine opening of this 
prologue in his eye, when he began the 4th book of his Paradiſe 


Loft, 
O for that warning voice! which he, who ſaw 
Th' Apocalyps, heard cry in heav'n aloud, 
Then, when the dragon put to ſecond rout, 
Came furious down to be reveng'd on men, 
Moe to th' inhabitants of earth. THEOBALD, 


(2) And whipr, &c.] Sbaleſpear enriched himſelf, and greatly 
improved, his incomparable genius from the ſcriptures, that 3 


i 


— - 7 
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Leaving his body as a paradiſe ; 
T invelope and contain Celeſtial ſpirits. 


King Henry V. His Per ſections. 


Hear him but reaſon in Aivinity, yr. 
And, all-admiring, with an inward wiſh, 

Vou would deſire, the king were made a prelate. 
(3) Hear him debate in common - wealth affairs, 
Vou'd ſay, it hath been all in all his ſtudy. 

Liſt his diſcourſe of war, and you. ſhall hear 

A fearful. battle render” d you in muſick., +» 
Turn him to any cauſe of policy, 52-44 

The gordian kndt of it he will unlooſe, 
Familiar as his garter. When he ſpeaks, 

The air, a charter d libertine, is ſtill; 

And the mute wonder lurketh in men's En, 
To ſteal his ſweet and honied. e. 


a. «as kc. im .cz Doc PIE — . 


— 


leſs ſource of true knowledge and ſublimity: this Mr. Upre: 
has judiciouſly obſerved, who remarks on this paſſage, that © ac- 
cording to the ſcripture-expreſſion, the old Adam, or the old Men, 


FENG > ſignifies man in bis unregenerated, or gen- 
tile ſtate : and the new man, is man in his regenerated and _— 


tian ſtate, See Rom. vi. 6. Epbeſ. iv, 22 Cofoffe iii. 9.“ 


| (3) Hcar bim, &c,] I have purpoſely aycided any hiſtorical re- 
; marks, or characters of perſons in this work, as it would ſwell it 
much bey ond the intended compaſs: however, the Enxgliſh rea- 
der will ind no ſmall ſatisfaction in comparing the hiſtorical 
plays of Sha * with the genuin hiſtory, and. more particu- 
51 6 if he is happy enough to read that fine hiſtory of Eng- 
Jand, which doth honour to the nation, and is ſuperior to all 
the encomiums I ean give it, com 10 by Mr, Guthrie, to 
whom our author likewiſe is e why: Mues for N judi- 
cious and n * on . (a 


= 


'SCENE 


: 
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Scene II. The Common-wealth of Bees. | 
(4) So work the honey bees: | 
Creatures, that by a ® ruling nature teach 
The art of order to a peopled kingdom, 
They have a king and officers of ſort : © ox 
Where ſome, like magiſtrates, cortect at home : 


(4) Se, &c.] That Sbaleſpear, in this plate, really and de- 
ſignedly imitated Virgil, and took the chief hints from bim, 1 
cannot but believe; however, it would be endleſs to quote from 
Virgil, and other authors, the many paſſages ſimilar to it: 
the ſubject of Yirgii''s 4th Georgic, and the agreeable manger 
in which he treats it, is known to almoſt every one, that reads; 
1 ſhall only quote a few lines from Dr. Trap's tranſlation, 
and refer thoſe who deſire to ſee more, to the original. See verſe 


180. _ © 
Of all the mute creation, theſe alone 
A public-weal and common int reſt know, 
Imbody'd ; and ſubſiſt by certain laws. 
Mindful of winter, they in ſummer toil ; 
And, for their country's good, preſerve their tore, 
Some, by joint compact, range the fields for food, 
Induſtrious 3_ others in their tents at home: . 
Narciſſus clammy tears, and gum from trees; 
Lay, as the firſt foundation bf their combs; 
Then into arches build the viſcid wax: | 
Others draw their colonies adult, | 
The' nation's hope: ſome work the purer ſweets i 
And with the liquid nectar ſtretch their cells? 
Some (ſuch their poſt allotted) at the gates 1 
Stand centry : and alternate watch, the rain 
And clouds obſerving : or unlade their friends 
Returning : or in troops beat off the drones - 
A lazy cattle : hot the work proceeds, &c, 
The aged ſires 
With curious architecture build their cells; 
And guard their towns, and fortify their combs t 
But late at night the youth fatigu'd return, 
5 Their legs, with thyme full-laden; &c.— 
It is worth remarking how much Shateſpear makes any thing his 
own, and how truly an original, his judicious manner renders 
that which is really an imitation; Panic”; in his Prædium Ru- 
fiicum, hath many pretty and new things on this ſubject, in 


that book, Where he treats of Bees, 
" Ruling, Nu.. vulg. Rule in. 


Vor. II. C Other: 
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Others, like merchants, venture trade abroad I 
Others, like ſoldiers, armed in their ſtings, 
Make boot upon the ſummer's velyet bud: : 
Which pillage they with merry march bring home 
To the tent- royal of their emperor : 

Who, buſied in his majeſty, ſurveys 

The ſinging maſon, building roofs of gold; 

The civil citizens kneading up the honey; 

The poor mechanick porters crowding 1 in 

Their heavy burthens at his narrow gate : 

The ſad-ey'd juſtice, with his ſurly hum, 

Delivering o'er to executors pale 

The 21. yawning drone. x4 


CT. II. SEN A. 
Warlike Spirit. 


(5 Now all the youth of England are in arms, 
And filken dalliance in the wardrobe lies: | 
Now ftrive the armourers, and honour's thought 
Reigns ſolely in the breaſt of every man: 
They ſell the paſture now to buy the horſe, . 
Following the mirror of all chriſtian kings, 
With winged heels, as Engliſh Mercuries. 


(5) Now, &c] See the beginning of Richard the third ; 
know not a finer image in all Shakeſpear, than that of — 
- ation in the ſubſequent lines: Millan too has made a perſon of 
expectation in the th book, and ver, 306. of Pa adiſe Loft ; but 
though truly ſublime, he muſt ſubmit very much to our daring 
and admirable poet. | 
Two broad ſuns, - their thields, 

. Blaz'd oppoſite, while Expectation ſtood 
| In horror, 
Mr, Warh::r/0n obſerves of the paſſage in the text, that Ex 
pe ctation Gttipg in the air, deſigns the height of their ambition 
and the ſword, hid from tbe hilt to the point with, crowns a 
cornets, that all ſentiments of danger v were loſt in the thought! 


of gory ; 
e 1 4 9 w * ' Fo 
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For now fits expectation in the air... 
And hides a ſword from hilts unto the point, 
With crowns, imperial « crowns and Ones, 
e to > Harry and his 8 


ENGLAND. 


*O Sagt model to thy inward (greatneſs, ” wh: 
Like little body with a mighty heart, 
What might' thou do, that honour 5 thee 2 
Were all thy children kind and natural? 

But ſee, thy fault France hath in thee found out; 


A neſt of hollow boſoms, Which he fills nba * 
erer 


| 
* 


_— 
: 


0 


With treach rous crowns. | 2s 


Sceve If. Falſe WOO 


Oh! how thou haſt with jealouſy infected 
The ſwestneſs of affiance! ſnew men dutiful ? 
Why ſo didſt thdu: or ſeem they grave and learned? 
Why ſo didit thou; come, they of noble family ?. 7 8 
Why fo didſt thou: ſeem they refigious? 8 | 
Why ſo didit thou : or are they ſpare in diet, We 
Free f.om gro's paſſion, | or of mirth, or anger. = 
Conſtant in ſpirit, not ſwerving with the blood, 
Garniſh'd and deck d in modeſt compliment, 
(6) Not working with the eye without the ear, 
And but in purged judgment vulliog neither? 
Such, and fo finely boulted didſt thou ſem. 
And thus thy fall hath left a e hot: 


1 * 0, be.] See tue Jaft phſſage in king Jeb. , 

(6) Nor, &c-\ i. e. not truſting to either, eye or ear only, but 
uſing both on every occaſion, and truſting neither but in purged 
judgment, with well-weigh'd deliberation. Mr. Warbarton' s emen- 


dation, which is adopted by Mr. Z. beobald, needs only be mention- 
ed to ſhew it is not Shakeſpear's, 


Not working vith- the car, but with the Ye. _ 
* C 2 To 


28 The: Beauties, of ——— 


To mark the full- -fraught man, n beſt mw 1 5 
With ſome ſuſpicion. a | | 


ACT III. SCENE L Yor” 
Deſcription of a " Fleet ſetting Tail. 97 


7] Suppoſe, that you have ſeen 
The well- appointed king at Hampton- pier 
Embark his royalty; and his brave fleet 
With ſilken ſtreamers the young Phoebus fanning: 
Play with your fancies z and in them behold, 
Upon the hempen tackle, ſhip-boys climbing; 
Hear the ſhrill whiſtle, which doth order give 
To ſounds confus'd ; behold the threaded fail, 
Borne with th' inviſible and creeping wind, 
Draw the huge bottoms through the furrow'd ſea, 
Nreaſting the lofty ſurge! 


ACT IV. 8 0 E N E I. 
 Defeription of Night in a Camp. 
[From camp td. can, through * . womb of 
n night, | 
The 1 of either army tiny ſounds; + — ao) 's 
That the fixt centinels almoſt receive 99 ax 
The ſecret whiſpers of each cthers watch.” 
Fire anſwers fire; and tlirough their paly "TOY 5 | 
Each battle ſees the other's umber d face. 
amen in high and Nan deigbe, 


oppoſe, ne Fung On this aged r might 3 * 
Ae ould ftand unrivalled by the writers of every other 
country, as here his country juſtly - boaſts herſelf unrivalled, 


ag in Senſe Agoniſtes, ſays beautifully enough of Dalila, 


a AA > a oa cr co oro id +... .o 


ma Tt Dp £<MAanmOesfs 


Like a. fately ſkip, * | N 

Proud of her gawdy trim, comes this way but; ing, 
Wich all her brav ry on, and tackle trim. | 2 hi 
. Sails fill d and ſtreamers "har Be them 257 . 2 A ti 
Piercing Ml © 


Courted W * 


be Le ef Hu V. 29 
Piercing the night's dull ear; and from the tents, * 
The armourers accompliſhing the knights 
With buſy hammers cloſing rivets up, 
Give dreadful note of preparation. | 
The country cocks'do crow, the clocks do toll: 
And (the third hour of drowzie morning nam'd) ' 
Proud of their numbers and fecure in foul, _ 
The confident and over luſty French * 
Do the low-rated Engliſh play at dice: 
And chide the cripple tardy-gated night,  __ 
| Who, like a foul and ugly witch, does imp 
o tediouſly away. The poor condemned Engliſh, 49.5 
Like ſacrifices, by their watchful fires 1 us * 
Sit patiently, and inly rum inte 
The morning's danger ; (8) and their geſture fad, 
MET Wu a7} a1 
(Inveſting 


PF. Heil | 
(3) And their geflure, ke,] The prefent paſſige Has perplexed 
the commentators, 'and ſeems not to have at all underſtood 
V-; by them © Theobald bas left it as it ſtands, without troubling him 

. ſelf about it. Warburton and Sir Thomas Hanmer have both mifun- 
derſtood, and both altered it, differently. Their miſtakes have 
ariſen from — the participle inueſting was to be connected 
with geſture ſad in the foregoing line, whereas it is put abſolute, 
and to be conſtrued lant-leas cheeks, and war-worr coats inveſt. 
ing; there is no difficulty in the word applied to coats, as the im- 
mediate ſenſe of the word is cloathing : Shakeſpear uſes inveſtments 
for cloaths'in the foregoing play, A. 4 824 © © 

Whofe white rmmweftments figure innocence. 

The difficulty is in the word applied to lank-lean checks; it 
muſt there be taken metaphorically : we know how vague our 
author is in his uſe of metaphors, and we know how often he uſes 
one verb. or participle to two nouns of a different ſenſe, as here. 
But indeed the metaphor is not unuſual, we ſay often— the face is 
claath d with ſmiles : thus to me this difficult paſſage appears in.a 
2 clear light, which I could have wiſh d Mr. Edwards, who fo 

underſtands our author had explained to us: he ſeems to look 
upon it as deſperate, See Can, of teriticiſm, p. 72. 

A very ingenious gentleman obſerved to me, upon my aſking 
his opinion of the paſſage, that inveſting, by the common accepta- 
tion, ſignifies befieging, or rather taking poſſeſſion of all the avenues 
to. a place ; and this ariſes from the civil and feudal cuſtoms of 
woo C3 giving 


go The. Beauties of SHAKESPEAR. 
(Inveſting lank-lean cheeks, —— 
FPreſenteth them unto the gazing moonenn 
So many korrid ghoſts. Who now wer bk cl £27 
The royal captain of this ruin d band. 
Walking from watch to watch, from tent to tent, 
Let him ery, praiſe and glory on his head! 
For forth he goes, and viſits all his hoſt, , 
Bids them good-morraw with a modeſt ſmile, 
And calls them brothers, friends, and countrymen, 
Upon his royal face there is no note, 


How dread an army hath ae tis, | 
Nor doth he dedicate.oue. jot of colour, ; {M0297 3 
Unto the weary and all-watched night; . e 
But freſhly looks, and oyer- bears attaint,. 
With chearful ſemblance, and ſweet 1 jefty 1 
That ev'ry wretch pining and pale before, 

peboldirg him, plucks comfort from his looks. 


A weft univerſal, like the ſu n 


een ere 63:29 u e bog d 2 
i * veſtment! He then W thay 
Shakeſpear uſes the word in a hmple ſenſe: an inveſtment with 
him being the matching of toaths :" and AY Go are wel} 
e 1 2 


And their geſture ſad e 
| Taveſting (i, e. rating or matching. with) Pak 3s cheeks & cz. 


He ſeems to have fallen into the ſame miſtake with the other 
commentators in regard to the eonſtruction. All I would'obſerve 
from his judicioug remark. is, that er,, in the metaphorical 
ſenſe, if it ſatisfies not the reader in the imple one, will ex 2 
the paſſage very well: lank-lean cheeks and war- worn coats fuk 
poſe (fron of them, &c. but I think the firſt ſenſe the true one. 

I cannot bur approve Sir Thomas Hanmer's criticiſm of preſented 
into preſentech which I have admitted into the text, as tlie reader 
may plainly ſee, the chorus ſpeaks of the time preſent : they fr, 
they ruminate, and ſo on. To make the line more clear, I have 
printed it in a parentheſis, and, I hope, ſhall be excuſed for my 
endeay: ur to explain ſo difficult a paſſage, as I would have every 
Une, in our author, if poſhble, © ſet right, and, by all means, 
prefer the old and general readings, to * wanton W of 
miſapprehending criticiſm, * 


e Ox. edit. vulg 22 » 703 - | W n 11 
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His lib'ral eyes doth Tens 24TH ;308 4 Dang at 

Thawing cold fear. alga 
Se ENEV. The Miſeries m Ray: 

(9) © hard condition, and twin-born with Ni N 
Subject to breath of ev'ry fool; whoſe ſenſe 
No more can feel but his owh Wringng g 
What infinite heart-eaſe muff kings neglect, Aae 
That private men enjoy? And what have ge”. ai 4 
That private have not too, ſave nodes! tf = 
Save gen'ral ceremony? 

And · what att thou; thou idol ceremony? 
What kind of god art thou, that ſuffer Webs 
Ot mortal griefs, than do thy worſhippers? © 9 
What are thy rents? What are thy comings ir in "y I 
O ceremony, ſhew me but thy wort gn 
(10) What is the ſoul of adoration} © ak 
Art thou aught elſe but place, degree, abd form," 


A] "TTY 


LY 


$4 
— 


* 


(9) 0, &] See A. 4.8. 10, of the foregoing play. v3 I&C 1 


eh (10) What; &c.) What is thy ſoul of adoration-.- is the com- 
oo. alteration . thy into the, bo 


vel} mon reading: there wants but 
. the text, and all js, well: the meaning is as we u explained by by, 
Upton--wwhat is the ſoul, I. e. the real worth, what ſubſtantial Lira 
PCs there in adoration or ceremony? What are the rents? Wha — 
a. the comings.in, Oh ceremony! ſhew me but thy worth, t , 
hey what is 2 the very utmoſt value, of adoration ?--- © Shake- 2 


* Ale een 
— There is ſome ſoul of goodneſs In things evijß 1 © 


ing 14 ſome real or ſubſtantial god. þ 
760 In his midſummer night's dream 577 dag "Pr SENSE 
der But you mult join in ſou to mock! me too; L286 adds a; 
fry _ n and in earneſt, | aÞr 4" 43d ina 
— ure meajure — * ba d a1 
D eos. 
- 8 8 n e e 


of . © particularly and ſpecially peciamente.. The alterations/foifted.: 
by into the texts in the ſeveral places, are 8 to need 


mentioning, n 8 9 e. ee e ee 


5 T 4 9 © "Creating 


. 
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Creating awe and fear in other men?” oo 
Wherein thou art leſs happy, being fear d, * 
Than they in fearing. Kh bn; 

What drink'ſt thou oft, inſtead of homage ſweet, 
But poiſon'd flatt'ry? O be fiek, great greatneſs, 
And bid thy ceremony give the cure. 

Think'ſt thou, the hery fever will go out 

With titles blown from adulation? 

Will it give place to flexure and low bending ? 

Can'ſt thou, when thou command'ſt the beggar's knee, 
Command the health of it? No, thou proud dream, 
That play ſt o ſubtly with a king's repoſe; | 

I am a king, .that,had thee, and 1 know, _ 

Tis not the balm, the ſceptre and the ball, 

The ſword, the mace, the crown imperial. 
The enter · tiſſued rohe of gold and pearl, 2 2 20 
The farſed title running fore the the king, 

The throne he fits on, nor the tide of pomp 

That beats upon the high ſhoar of this word 3.  : 
No, not all theſe thrice gorgeous ceremonies, -  . 
Not all theſe, laid in bed majeſtical, 

Can fleep ſo ſoundly as the wretched flavez 

Who, with a body fill'd, and vacant mind, 

Gets hi a to reſt, cramm'd with diftreſsful bread z 
Never ſees horrid night, the child of hell: 
* But, like a lacquey, from the riſe to ſet, 


® But, like, &c.) The poet in this moſt beautiful paſſage is compar- 
ing the laborious ve to the lacquey or foot man of Phebus : He 
never beho'ds night, ſays the poet, but like a 168 2 obliged ever 
to attend and follow his maſter, ſweats from riſe to 4 in the 


eye of Phæbus, bis maſter, leaps all night, where be ( Phetbns ) 


ſleeps, in Elyſlum, and the next day, after dawn, riſes to his but - 
— 4 — his maſter, Hyperion, to his horſe - in whoſe feht 
he again ſweats from riſe to {et as before, and thus follows the 
ever- running year Ce. Nothing can be more exquiſite, , and 
more nobly befpeak the hand of Shakeſpear, Mr. Scward's alter - 
ation is quite unneceſſary; for this manner of expreſſian is entirely 

23 7129 agreeable 


. o 
_ Sweats 
Na 
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Sweats in the eye of Phœbus; and all-night» 3 
Sleeps in elyſium : next day, after dawn; * 


Doth riſe, and help Hyperion to ee | 
And follows ſo the ever running year TIO 7. / 
With profitable labour to bis grave: ooo 
And (but for ceremony) ſuch a wretchy; 
Winding up days with toil, and nights with deep. 
Hath the fore-hand and vantage of a king. [3:1 


Scans VII. 4. Deſcription ef the eien. 
State of the Engliſn Lm. 
Yon iſland carrions, deſperate of their bones, Som 


Nl favour'dly become the morning field: A _ 
Their ragged curtains poorly are let looſe, JO 
And our air ſhakes them paſſing ſcornfully, | 341 


Big Mars ſeems bankrupt in their beggar'd hoſt, 
And faintly through a ruſty beaver peeps. _ r 
The horſemen ſit like fixed candleſticks, a 
With torch-ſtaves in their hands: and their poor jades 
Lob down their heads, dropping the hide aud "ys _ 


'1 
agreeable to our author. That gentleman, in his preface, LS 
the following paſſage from Philaſter, A. 4. a worthy to be placed 
in competition with that of Shateſpear, and where the — he ſays, 
are ſcarcely to be diſtinguiſhed, ex cept from one fingle expreſſion of 
Sbabeſpear. A prince depriv'd of his throne and betray d as he 
— t in love, thus mourns his melancholy ſtate. See Beaumm ut 
and Fletcher's works, Vol. . preface, p. 24. 


Oh that 1 had been nouriſh'd in theſe woods, 
rr and aet-known* ER 
rigbe of crowns, or the diſſembling train - © + 
Of woman's looks j but dig d myſelf a cave, | yoo 


Where 1, my fire, my cattle, and my bed, — $198 
Might have been mut together in one thed : T% 1 
And then had taken me ſome mountain girl, 1 


Beaten with winds, chaſte as the barden d + 
Whereon ſhe dwells that might have ſtrew d my bed 
Wich leaves and reeds, and with the ſkins of beaſts, 
- Our $a rt and 2 * * droafts- - 
3 * 5 "The 
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The gum down-roping from their p-le dead eyes; 
And in their pale dull mouths the (11) jymold lit 
Lies foul with chaw'd graſs, fill and motionleſs: 
And their executors, the knaviſh crows, 

Fly o'er them, all impatient for their hour. 


SCE NE X. MX. Henry's Speech before the "Butile 
at Agincourt. 


He that out lives this day, and comes ſafe home, 
Will ſtand a tip-toe when this day is nam'd: 
And rouze him at the name of Criſpian: 
He that out- lives this day, and ſecs old age, 
Will yearly on the vigil fealt his neighbour, 
And ſay, to-morrow is faint Crifpian : 
Thea will he ſtrip his fleeve, and ſhew his ſcars: 

Old men forget ; yet ſhall not all forget, 
But they N remember, with advantages, 

W hat feats they did that day. Then ſhalt our names, 
Familiar in their mouth as houſhold words, 
Harry the king, Bedford, and Exeter, 
Warwick, and Talbot, Saliſbury, and Glo'ſter, 
Be in their flowing cups freſhly remembred, 


SITD XII. Deſcription of the Far oe. York? 
Death. + 


le ſmil'd me in the face, gave me his hand, 


And, with a — gripe, ſays, dear my 8 ws 


A Fymold} Jools; e which kignifies a ring 
of two rounds, Cemellus, Skinner, Mr. Pope. 

* He ſmil'd, &c.) This tender und pathetic deſcription of. the 
earl of Yort's death always reminds me of Virgil s celebrated. epi- 
ſode on the friendſhip of Niſus and Euryalys a fell undivided in 

death, and lovely as they had lived---Furjdlis was wounded when 
his frierid ruſh'd to his aſfiſtance, and begg'd his. life: the poet 
tells us; ; 8 


* In vain he ſpoke, for ab, the ſword addreſt 2 


With ruthleſs rage, had plece” d his lovely breaſt, 16 * 
hf Niſus. | With 


C 


$ * 


* Nie 22 
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Commend my ſervice to my ſovereign; 2 
So did he turn, and over Suffolk's deck A 
He threw his wounded arm, and kifs'd his lips: 13 
And ſo eſpous d to death, with blood he feal'd” * Sy 
A teſtament of noble-ending love. 2. e "on 
The pretty and ſweet manner of it fore l! 
Thoſe waters from me, which I would have fop'd; . 

But I had not ſo much of man in me, _ 1 
Ard all my mother came into mine . n 


And gave me up to tears. 


vf* * T5507 * & 
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ACT v. s ENE I 

" The Miſeries of Mor. „ ee. SUES 

(12) Her vine, the merry chearer of the eat, why 
Unpruned lies: her hedges eyen each d. 


hy % & * s. 
ad „* 0 
9040. FI 91 15 * 3 ike, 4 


With blood bis ſnowy, kde ane gurplad ce, NA 
And pale in death he welters in his gore, * 
As a gay flower with blooming beauties crown'd, - 22K 
Cut by the ſhare, - lies languid on the grounds? 

Or ſome tall poppy, that o'er-charg'd with rain $2 
Bends the faint head, and ſinks upon the plains oo 
So fair, ſo languiſhingly ſweet he lies, | 
His head declin'd, and drooping, as he dies. 

Now midſt the foe, diſtracted Nr ſus flew : 
Valſcens, and him alone, he keeps in view: 
The gathering train, the furious youth ſurround, 
Darts follow darts; and wound ſucceeds to wound t 
All, all unfelt: he ſeeks their guilty lord, 
In fiery circles, flies his thundering fword : 
Nor ceas'd, but found at length the deſtin' d way, 
And buried in his mouth the faulchio lay. 
Thus cover d o'er with wounds on every fide, 
Brave Niſus flew the murtheter as he died; 
Then on the dear Euryalzs his breaſt - * 

Sunk down, and flumber'd in eternal reſt. 

See Pitt, En. 9. 


(12) Her, &c.] This is from the pſalms, Wine thut maketh glad 
the beart of man, pf. 104. 15. The word lies in the text is an 
emendation of Mr. Warburton's : the old reading is dies: in con- 
firmation of it, it may be obſerved, the author ſpeaks all, through 
of the huſbandry corrupting in its own, fertility, as he ſays : the 
ving | wnpruned, grows wild and unfruitful ; the hedges unpleached, 

put 
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Like priſoners, wildly. over-grown,with hair, 
Put forth diſorder'd twigs: her fallow leas | 
The darnel, hemlock, and rank furnitory, 8 
Doth root upon; while that the culter cls, | 
That ſhould deracinate ſuch favagery : 
The even mead, that erſt brought — forth 
| The freckled cowllip, burnet, and green clover, 
| Wanting the ſcythe, all uncorreed, rank, 
| Conceives by idleneſs; and nothing teems, 12 
But hateful docks, rough thiſtles, keckſies, bars, 
Loſing both beauty and utility; _ 
And all our vineyards, fallows, meads, and hedges, 
Defettive i in their Wunde grow to wildneſs. 


put forth diforder'd twigs ; : the fallow leas are over-run a 
weeds, darnel, Ic. and ſo every thing, vineyards, fallows, meads, 
and hedges, defective in their natures, grow to wildneſs : defective 
in their own particular natures. © Sus deficiuntur natura; (ſays 
Mr. Upton, in the preface to his Obſerwations, &. p. 41.) they 
were not defeCtive in their creſawe nature, for they grew to wild- 
neſs: but. were, defective in their proper and A natures, 
which „ | 7048 mene 0 e J 
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* The Firſt Part of Hengy VI. 


ACT I. SCENE VI. 
ener 
LO RV is like a circle inthe water; 
Which never ceaſeth to enlarge itſelf, 
Till by broad ſpreading it diſperſe to nought, 


Ac v. SCENE VIIL 
MARRIAGE. | 

For marriage is a matter of more worth. 80 
han to be dealt in by attorney ſhip. | 


+ «„ „ „% 
For what is wedlock forecd but a hell, . | 
n age of Diſcord and continual fivife 7 
* the contrary rn 
And is a pattern of celeſtial peace. | 


It is not the bufineſs or S . : 
a conſideration of the genuineneſs of ſome of thoſe compoſitions, 
hich are generally received as Shakeſpear's, tho' diſputed, 
and I think, we _ add juſtly, by the criticks.. Among the reſt 
none appear leſs wor thy of our inimitable author, than the three 
following ; ſome fine ftrokes in them ſufficiently aſſure us Shake- 
pear lent a hand; that he compoſed the whole, I can by no means 
perſuade myſelf ; however, I leave it to the diſcuſſion of others, 
and only beg leave to obſerve,, * are, beſide the few 2 
ſages I have ſelected, many fingle lines, which I could not 
well produce as beauties ſcpargtely conkered, that merit obſer- 
vation, 
(1) Glory, &c.] Beaument and Hirche in 4 Bloody Brother, 
0 this fine ſimile, though on another ſubject, with equal beauty. 
The jars of brothers, two ſuch mighty ones, 
1s like a ſmal} ſtone thrown into a river, 
The breach ſcarce heard, but view. the beaten current, 
And you ſhall ſee a thouſand angry ry rings, 
Riſe in his face, ftill ſwelling, and ſtill growing; 
So jars diſtruſts encircle, diſtruſts dangers 
And dangers death, the greateſt extreme follow, ͤ A 
Til nothing bound them * ne. 
2. F. To, 


The 
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— 
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AC Nr 37 -SCENE1V. 1 
A reſclod ambitious Iroman. 


OLLOW I muſt, I cannot go before, 

While Glo'ſter bears this * and humble 
mind. 

Were I a man, a duke, and next of blood, 

F wou'd remove theſe tedious ſtumbling- blocks; 

And ſmooth my way upon their headleſs necks. 

And being a woman, I will not be flack 

Ta — wy. part in fortune s pageant. 4 


ACT Il. SCENE II. 
The Lord ever to be remember d. 


Let never day or night unhallow'd paſs, 
But ſtill remember what the Lord hath done. 


ScenE VII. Eleanor to the Duke of Glo'ſter, 
1 when doing Penance. | 


For whilf I think I am thy married wife; 


And thou a prince, protector of this land; 
Metbinks, 1 ſhould not thus' be led along, 


(1) 


„ ks 


(1) Follow, Ke] There is ſomething very like the character 
42 in this ambitious wife of the duke of Glo fler. 


Mail'd 


* 


* 
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(2) Mail'd up in ſhame, with papers on my back ; 
And follow d wich a rabble, that rejoice 

Tg ſee my tears, and hear my deep-fetch'd grouns: 
The ruthleſs flint doth cut my tender feet; 
And when I ſtart, the cruel people laugh IST wee 
And bid: me be 10 N how * mow | 


ACT II. SCENE L 
Silent Reſentment deepeft. * 


Smooth runs the water, where the OP is deep 1 1 
3 in * tale ſhew he harbours | treaſon. 


_ 


& 


Seb vE Iv. A guilty came | 


Upon thy eye- balls murd* rous tyranny 
Sits in grim majeſty to fright the world. 


Deferi ption' of 4 a nur ir P fon. 


- * — 


dee how the Blood is ſettled in his face ! 4} | 
Oft have I ſeen a timely· parted ghoſt, * * 
Of aſhy ſemblance, meager, pale and blood leſs ; 
(3) Being all deſcended bo the Ib ring heart, 


, 


* Ut 


(2) Mail d.] Cover'd in * nn g coat of md. 
* Ski 83 Waters | 
un deep and ent, till they ne ſatisfied, 5 e 
1 ſmile in thouſand curls to gild their craſt, + -4 
. The Bloody Brother, AF 2. F. 1. 


(3) Being, c.] There is ſome little irregularity in m 
here ; I have put a hyphen at blood-leſs ere r; 
deing all, i. e. all the 6/6od being deſcended; Sc. Icannot quite be 
reconciled to who, in the next line; it may indeed be allowed 
dut I ſhould rather tranſpoſe that, and rede 


That in the conflict which it holds with n 
Tho' perhaps, evbich ſoon after following, may be an eden 


And we' may obſerve, he. uſes <vho almoſt in the * manner in 
the ſecond page of this Volume: 


He gave his No $63) WR, 
"Who therewith 'angty = — bal 
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Who, in the conflict that it holds with death, 
Attracts the ſame for aidance gainſt the ene; 
Which with the heart there cools, and ne'er returneth 
To bluſh and beautiſy the cheek again. 

But ſee his face is black, and full of blood; 

His eye-balls farther out, than when he liv'd ; 
Staring full ghaſtly, like a ſtrangled man; 

His hair up-rear'd, his noſtrils ſtretch'd with ſtruggling ; 
His hands abroad diſplay d, as one that graſpt 

And tugg d for life; and was by ſtrength ſubdu'd, 

Look on the ſheets ; his hair, you ſee is ſticking; _ 
His well-proportion'd beard, made rough . . 
Like to the ſummer's corn by tempeſt lodg 

It cannot be, but he was murder d PONG Aa 
The leaſt of all theſe ſigns were 1 2 2" 


SCENE VIL. A good Conſetence.. 
(4) What — 2 breaſt-plate than a heart un- 


tainted 

Thrice is he arm'd, that hath his quarrel juſt ; 
3 oy 
E333 14,20 Su. mn (EN1977% INH MCT 

(4) Mat, &c.] A little before it is ſaid, | 

A heart unſpotted is not eaſily daunted. | 

This ſentiment is plainly ſhadow*d from two celebrated oder 
of Herace z the 224" of the firſt book, and the 38 * the 34 

book. The firſt begins, Integer vitæ, 8 


From N laws who never parts, 
Without Mooriſh lance or bow, 


Or quiver ſtor d with poiſon'd darts, 
Secure thro? ſavage realms may ga, &c- 


The other, Juſum ac tenucem propoſiti virum, &c. 


That upright man, who's ſteady to his ab. 

Inflexible to ill, and obſtinat . 
The fury of the populace defies, | 
And dares the tyrant's threat ning frowns defpiſe, Ge, 

I only juſt refer the reader to them, as they are ſo generally 
known 3. Horace too / in his Epiſtles has a fine {ſentiment to this 
purpoſe ? ; TV. 


V 
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Their ſweeteſt ren. e ring See 


The ſecond Part of Henay'VI. a 
And he but naked ene tee WT 
Whols CURRIE injuſtice 1s corrupted. 


Scans VEIL Remorſelſs Hatred. 


A Plague upon em 1 _wherefore ſhould. 1 curſo 
them: Nast 

Would curſes Kill, as "— the Mandrake's groan, * 
I would invent as bitter ſearching term, 
As curſt, as harſh, as horrible to hear, 
Deliver'd ſtrongly through my fixed teeth, 
With full as many ſigns of deadly hate, TH 
(5) Aslean-fac'd envy in her loathſome cage. 
My tongue ſhould ſtumble in mine carneft 3 re 
Mine eyes ſhould ſparkle like the beaten flint. 
Mine hair be xt on end like one diſtract: 
Ay, ev'ry joint ſhould ſeem to curſe and ban, 
And even now, my burthen'd heart would break, 
Should Imot curſe them. Poiſon be their drink! 
Gall, worſe than gall, the daintieſt meat they take 1 
Their ſweeteſt ſhade, a grove of Cy preis trees} 


CIA LAS I + 


— Hic murus acneus po” He 
Nil conſcire fh, nulia palleſcere culpa. 
Be this thy guard, and this thy ſtong defence 
A virtuous heart, and ſpotleſs innocence : | 
Not to be conſeious of a ſhameful Gn, 
Nor to look pale for {carlet Cries 1 a 


( A, &c.] This is as fine 3 iQture of exvy as ala poſſibly | 

given in ſo narrows compaſs : er hath deſcribed her twics 
in his Fae-ie Queene, and in both 3 en us a moſt loathſome 
picture, which Longinus would ſurel lr greatly diſcommended, 
when we find him ſo ſevere on an — 4 for one Ane repreſenting 
a nauſeous image, See his Eſſay on the Sublime, ſect. g. See 
Spencer's Faerie Queene, B. 15 "04.8: 304 and B. 5, I. 12. ſt. 29. 
It may be worth while to hos how exactly Shakeſpear ſuits 
his language to his characters: how difterent are theſe curſes 


from the r Safſell, to thoſe, from the mouth of Caſibaa, 
in the W T 


Their 


42; The Beauties of SnAKESPEAR. 
Their ſofteſt touch; as mart'as liaardos linge : 
Their muſick frightful, as che ſerpent's hiſs ! 


And boading ſcreach-owls make the concert full! 


All the foul terrors of dark-ſeated hell 

i een 26-1 w Vs Ne N 4 
Now by the ground that I am baniſh'd from, 

Well could I curſe away a winter's night, us tab 
Though ſtanding naked on a mountain top. 


Where biting cold would never let graſs ew. 
Parting . Ezvers. 


And baniſhed J am, if but from thee: _ 
Go, ſpeak. not to me: ev'n now be gone | 
Oh! ga not yet -ev'n thus two friends condemn 4 
Embrace and kiſs, and take ten thouſand leaves, 
Loather a hundred times to part chan die— 
Yet, now farewel, and farewel life with thee! 

Si. Thus is poor Suffolk ten times baniſhed, 
Once by the king, and three times thrice by thee. 
(6) *Tis not the land I care for, wert thou hence; 
A wilderneſs is populous enou g. 
So Suffolk had thy heavenly company, I the 
For where thou art, there lis the world iel. 
With ev'ry ſev' ral pleaſure in the world: 
And where thou art am, deſolation. 


(6), Jin not, * This ame as Mr. Whally er he in 
his "enquiry intd the learning of Shakeſpear, is the antient lan- 
"Ml; of love, and employed by Tibullas to his own miſtreſs, 


Si: ego ſecrecis poſſum bene wivere ſybvis _ ee e f h 
Qua nulla humans At via trita pede: 1 of d 
Tu mibi curarum reguies, tu nafte vel ard ae 
Lumen, & in all tu mibi turba locirn. I.. 4. e. 120 


A wilderneſs, unknown to man, with * n 1 1 
Were bleſt, and populous enough for me; h Is 
For where thou art each ſorrow flies away, Kite 1 fi 
—— worlds, and night out - ſhines the day. | le 


1 have often lamented we have not ſo good a tranſlation of this 


1 


elend and polite lover, as his excellence deſerves. 
* * d Scens ' 1 


UG — > 1 BY > 


The, ecnd: Hart of HAN VE 48. 


Sc ENE IX. ¶ Dying, withtha Perſon below d, pre- 
| .\ferable. 10 parting. N t un. iT 


If I depart from thee, Featnotlivey i A 
And in thy ſight to —— wg 1.1 1 
But like a pleaſant ſlumber in thy lap ?; 7 


Here could I breathe my ſoul into the ar, 
As mild and gentle as the cradle babe 


Dying with mother's dug between ita lips. u Ng 


SCENE X. The De ath-het Horrors of a % | 

4 8 bak © Conſeie Pence. tangy + ths | 
(7) Bring me unto my "tryal, when you will.” 

Dy'd he not in his bed? Where ſhould he die? 

Can I make men dive, whether they will or no? 

Oh, torture me bo more, I will confels —= - 

Alive again? Then ew) me where he is? 

I'll give a thouſand pounds to look upon um KP 

He hath no eyes, the daft hath blinded them: © © + 

Comb down his Mair; 186k!” loch! it ſtands ee 

Like lime - twigs ſee to catch my winged ſoul. ö 

Give me ſome drink, and bia thi spocbecay mew ut 

Bring the ſtrong polſon that I baught of him. 


SN Sen 
Ne * 


(8) The gaudy, 'blabbing; and awer day 


11 rer inte ne boſom, of the ſea: n ada I 

9 1 ' | i 91 n MP wv 1 RS 

(7) Bring, &c. | Nothing can more i picture to us the 
2 of a guilty conſci ence, than this frantic —— of the car- 

Nn 
When death's approach is . ſo 8 
Th . — a ſign it is of evil life! | 
us hath guilt, even in this world, its due reward, — * 

is not ſuffered to go unpon ted: the well-weighin dach 5 frig 
ful ſcenes might, perhaps, be of no ſmall ſeryics to tue as d 
—_— from the pulpit, and laugh at the intereſted — 2 
of divines. 


(8) The, be See the laſt paſſage in the Midſummer night's | 
TR Spencer, ſpeaking of night, ſays; 
And 
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* And now loud howling wolves arouſe the jades, 
That drag the tragick melancholy night; 

Who with their drowſie, -ſlow; and flagging wings, = 
Clip dead mens graves ; and from their miſty jaws 
Breathe foul contagious darkneſs in the ar. 


Scexs VI. X E N . 3 


(9) Kent, neee a 67 
Is term'd the civil'ſt place of all this iſle ; 
Sweet is the country, becauſe full of riches ; 
The people. liberal, valiant, aQtive, wealthy, 


And Al tbe whill ihe Bend upen 1 
The wakeful dogs did never ceaſe to Who 
As giving warning of th* unwonted ſou 
With which her iron wheels d d them -— 
And her dark 2 them much diſmay. 
The meſſenger of dea the hotly y owl, 
With dreary fhrieks, er bewray : 
And hungry GG dee dd bew, 
At her abhorred face, fo flthy-and ſo foul, 
| See Faerie DOueent, B. T. e. 6. f. " 
* No numbers can better expreſs the thing than theſe, Shakeſpear 
ſhews us, that he can as well excel in that, as in cvery other branch 
of poetry. None of the ſo celebrated lines of Homer and Virgil, of 
this ſort, deſerve more commendation : here the line, as it ought, 
juſtly labours, and the werſe'moves flow, * However, 1 intend not to 
enter into any criticiſm on Shakeſpear's verſification, wherein 
could we prove him ſuperior to all other writers, we muſt ſtill 
— the leaſt and moſt trifling matter, wherein he is 
ſuperior, It is worth obſerying, that what Shakeſpear ſays of 
the clipping dead mens graves, might not impoſſibly be taken from 
Theveritus, who, ſpeaking of Hecate, the inferna] and nocturnal 
deity, in his 2d Idyllium, fays--- | 


T xa & Baar, Kc. 
Infernal Hecate, howling dogs abhor, 


When midſt the dead mens graves, and pot gore, 
She ſtalks 


ts) Kent, . Vert, in the next play, A. I. . £4. Wa of 
the Kent; ſays 
In I truſt; for they are ſoldiers, 


* ealthy, 2 courteous, liberal, full 1 fpirit,. 


Dy 


nA tl + >, ty = © 
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The ſecond Part of Henry VI. 45 


Lord Say's Apology for himſelf, 

Juſtice, with favour, have I always done; 
Prayers and tears have mov d me; giftscould 4 
(10) When have I aught exacted at your hands? 
Kent, to maintain, the king, the realm and you, 
Large gifts have I beſtow'd on learned clerks ; _ 
Becauſe my book preferr'd me to the king: 
And ſeeing, ignorance is the curſe of God, 
Knowledge the wikg wherewith we fly to Heav' n, 
Unleſs you be poſſeſs'd with dev liſh ſpirits, - | 
You cannot but forbear to murther me. 1 


(10) When, &c.] The i 1 e 58 in all the Aiden is plac'd 
A of this line2 the patlage, n 
od us: 7 0 

M £4 N. 


When have I aught exacted at your B 
Kent to maintain, the king, the realm, and you ? 


This renders the paſſage plain and eaſy: that he ſhould have be- 
towed gifts on 2 — 9 to maintain Kant, the king, Fc. is 
den Mae e pred hm - ah king ee _w 

cau preferr” to, 1s not by 
Gables but DOI probable, 1 
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The Third Part of Gade 


ACT I. SCENE Iv. 
e Tranſperts of a Crown. 4 


2 u% cv 


4) De But, &c!] In the ſecond part of Henry IV. you 94.0 we 
"have ſome fine reflections on the miſeries that attend a crown: 
Tele, on the tranſports it beſtows, are beautifully in character, 
and come very aptly from the mouth of the ambitious Glouteſfter, 
In the double marri age of Beaumont and 'Fletebery' Ferrand the 
tyrant, complaining of the miſeries that attend royalty, a courtier 
longing to enjoy the honour, is put into poſſeſſion of them for 
one day, and finds them fufficien y burthenſom. See the third 
act. Some of the tyrants 8 and the courtiers praiſes of 

royalty, are the following : 


Ferr, Tell me no more, "14h d - 
I faint beneath the — of my cares, 
And yield myſelf moſt wretched, 


Jill. Look but on this, 
„Has not a man that has but means to keep 
A hawk, a grey-hound, and a hunting-nag, 
More pleaſure than this king? | | 


Cafir, A dull fool ſtill: 

Make me a king, and let me ſcratch with care, 

N And ſee who'll have the better: give me rule, 

6s, Command, obedience, pleaſure of a king, 
And let the devil rear z the greateſt corroſive 
A king can have, is of mere precious tickling, | 
And handled to the height more dear delight, 
Than other mens whole lives, let them be ſafe too, ' 


Thou 


7 #9042043 4 12/1} B 

"How ſweet a thing 1 4 W Wen & L 

crown; T 

Within whoſe PIETY is Elium, A 
And all that ory 4 of bliſs and j joy. 4 
: e PEST HIDE? cond 's ern N 

Fneh a nat ad arg 41) mite: Ir 

A 

R 


 Sceng V. A hungry Lion. 
'So looks the pent-up lion. o'er the wretch a 


That trembles under his devouring paws; - 
And ſo he walks inſu'ting o'er his prey, 


And ſo he ang to rend his limbs aſunder. 


ScENE VI. Th Duke of York on the ks Be- 


haviour of his Sons. 


My ſons, God knows, what hath bechanced them : 
But this I know, they have demean'd themſelves '-_ 
Like men born to renown, by life or death, 
Three times did Richard make a lane to me, 

And thrice cry'd, courage father ! fight it out: 
And fuli as oft came Edward to my ſide, 

With purple falchion painted to the hilt 

In blood of thoſe, that had encounter'd him: 
And when the hardieſt warriors did retire 
Richard cry'd, charge] and ids foot of ground; 


Thou enemy to majeſty, 
What think“ ſt thou of a king ? 
Vill. As of à man, 

TITUS e (6 Seb ul fl ,+ 2 
Caſtr. Or a thing rather 1 | 0 
That does divide an empire with bits Gods 45 

* © Obſerve but with how little breath he ſhakes 
A populous city, which would ſtand unmoy'sd © 
Againſt a whirlwind ! 
For me, I do profeſs it 


1 wou'd be mighty Ferrand -. 


Ferr. Did't thou but feel  -: | 
The weighty ſorrows. that fit on a n 


Were I offer'd to e * = 


Tho' thou ſhould ſt find ona in the ſtreets, Cagrucci, | 


Thou would'ſt not think it worth the taking up : 
But fince thou art enamour'd be my fortune, 
Thou ſhalt ere. long taſte it x 2 


Cr. But one Day, . - 


And then let me expire, 


FA a And 
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And cry'd a crown, or elſe a glorious tomb, 

A ſcepter, or an earthly ſepulchre. | ; 
With this we charg'd again; but out! alas, 
We bodg'd again; as I have feen a ſwan 

With bootleſs labour ſwim againſt the tide | 
And ſpent her ſtrength with over-matching waves. 


A Father's Paſſion "Ci Murder of a favouritt 
Hild. 


Oh tyger 8 3 wrapt in woman's hide 
How could'ſ thou drain the life-blood of the child, 
To bid the father wipe his eyes withal, 
And yet be ſeen to wear a woman's face? 
Women are foft, mild, pitiful, and flexible; 
Thou ſtern, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorſeleſs, 
** 2% „% + * # « 
That face of his the hungry cannibals 
(2) Would not have touch' d. would. not have lain 
with blood 
But you are more inhuman, more inexorable, 
Oh ten times more, than tygers of Hyrcania. 
See, ruthleſs queen, a hapleſs. father's. tears: 
This cloth thou dip'dft in blood of my ſweet boy, 
And I with tears do waſh the blood away. 
Keep thou the napkin, and.go boaſt of this: 


(2) Would not, &c.] The erk Folios and the old quarto read 
this. paſſage av it is here printed; the ſecond folio reads, 


—— Wou's not have touch d, 
Wou'd not have ſtained the toſes juſt v with blood. 


Which Mr. Theobald for the "ſake of an alteration of his own, 
prefers to this, for which we have fo good authority. He reads, 
Wou'd not have ſtain'd the roſes juic'd suith blood ; 
Sir T. Hanmer, not pleas d with this eriticiſm, tries another 
caſt, and gives us 
The roſes juſt in 44. 


And 
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And if thou tell'ſt the heavy ſtory right, pen] 
Upon my Soul, the hearers will ſhed tears, _ 

Yea, even my foes will ſhed faſt falling tears, 

And ſay, alas, it was a piteous deed !” 


ACTI. SCENE L 
The Duks of York in Battle, 


Methought, he bore him in the thickeſt troop, 
* As doth a lion in a herd of neat ; | 
Or as a bear, encompaſs'd round with dogs, 
Who having pinch'd a few, and made them cry, 


The reſt ſtand all aloof and bark at him. 


I The M O R N IN G. | 


See how the morning opes her golden gates, 
And takes her farewel of the glorious ſun + 


(3) How well reſembles it the prime of youth, 
Trimm'd like a yonker prancing to his love! 


* As, &c,] The poets abound with numberleſs fmilies of this 
kind ; particularly Homer and Virgil: but none perhaps is finer 
than the following from that book, where every page abounds 
with beauties, and true ſublimity,  Iſaiab xxxi. 4. Like as the 
lion, and the young lion roaring on his prey; when a multitude of 
ſhepherds is called forth againſt him, he will not be afraid of their 
voice, nor abaſe himſelf for the noiſe of them. 


(3) How, &c.] There is' ſomething very peculiar in this 
paſſage, © The prime of youth and like a yonker, ſeeming 
nearly the ſame thing; but it is extremely beautiful, the au- 
thor perſonifies the prime of youth, and deſcribes him as an alle- 
gorical perſon, trimm'd like a yonter, which with us. fignifies a 
briſk, [wely young man; but more properly perhaps from its 
original, a nobleman, or young lord. See Skinner. The plain 
manner of underſtanding it is difficult, and the conſtruction very 
involved; however, it ſeems no more than this, how well re- 


ſembles it, a yonker trimm'd out, in the prime of youth, prancing 
to his love.“ | 


Vor. II. D The 
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SCENE, VI. The Morning's Dawn. 


(4) This battle fares like to the morning's war, 
When dying clouds contend with growing light; 
What time the ſhepherd, blowing 'of his nails, 
Can neither call it perfe& day or night. 


De Bleſſings of a Shepherd's Life, 
O God! methinks, it were a happy life 
To be no better than a honrely ſwain; 


(4) This, &c.] See p. $, n. 9. foregoing. The expreſſion d 
— ki nals,» ocular — and beautiful ; the 
er may remember that Shakeſpear uſes it in the pretty { 
the end of Lowe's Labour Loft. eds 

And Dick the ſhepherd blows his nail, 

* O God, &c.] There is ſomething very pleaſing and natur 
in this paſſage; it is a good deal in the manner of Virgil, wh 
ſpeaks highly of a rural Life in his ſecond Geergic, which the 
reader will be much delighted with, if he compares it with ou 
author, and no leſs with Horaz?'s ſecond Epode expreſely on thi 
ſubje& ; theſe are in almoſt every bodies hands; leſs known at 
the following lines from Senecas Hercules Oetens on the ſul 
jet, and perhaps they may therefore be more agreeable ; 


Stretch'd on the turf in Sylvan ſhades, 
No fear the peaſant's reſt invades, 

While gilded roofs, and beds of ſtate, 
Perplex the ſlumbers of the great. 


Secure he rears the beachen bowl, 
With ſteady hand and fearleſs foul: - _ 
Pleas'd with his plain, and homely meats 
No ſwords ſurround him as he eats, 


His modeſt wife of virtue try'd 
Knows not th' expenſive arts of pride; 
Her eaſy wiſh, the home-ſpun fleece * 
Plain in its native hue can pleaſe, 
And happy in her nuptial bed, 

No jealous doubts diſturb her head; 
Unlike the dame whoſe day of birth 
Is ſolemniz d thro' half the earth. 


: 


Wars. 


The Third Part of HMI VI. 
To fit upon a hill, as I do now, 

To carve out dials queintly, point by point, 
Thereby to ſee the minutes how they run : 

How many make the hour full compleat, 

How many hours bring about the day, 

How many days will finiſh up the year, 

How many years a mortal man may live : 

When this is known, then to divide the time; 

So many hours, muſt I tend my flock ; 

So many hours, muſt I take my reſt ; 

So many hours, maſt I contemplate ; 

So many hours, muſt I ſport myſelf; _ 
So many days, my ewes have been with young; 

So many weeks, ere the poor fools will yean; 

So many months, ere I ſhall ſheer the fleece; 

So minutes, hours, days, weeks, months and years, 
Paſt over, to the end they were created, 

Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave. 

Oh ! what æ liſe were this! how ſweet! how lovely! 
Gives not the hawthorn buſh a ſweeter ſhade _ 

To ſhepherds looking on their filly ſheep, 

(5) Than doth a rich embroider'd canopy 

To kings, that fear their ſubjects treachery 2? 
D2 O. yes, 


(5) Than, &c.] The miſeries of royalty (as have been before 
obſerved, 2 Henry IV. A. 4. S. 10. n. 8.) is a very general topic 
with the poets ; on which, as indeed on moſt others, they muſt 
yield the ſuperiority to Shakeſpear 3 Monfieur Racine in his ccle + 
brated tragedy of Eiter, ſpeaks thus on the ſubject, 


A prince encompaſs'd with a buſy crowd 

Is ever call d away by ſome new object, 

The preſent ſtrikes, futurity diſturbs, 

But ſwiſt as lightning ſtill the paſt eſcaves z 

Of all who hourly court our royal favour, 
And wou'd commend their loyalty and zeal, 
Not one is found ſo juſt and truly faithful 

To give us notice of neglected merit, 

But all with one conſent promote our vengeances 
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O, yes, itdoth ; a thouſand-fold it doth, 

And to conclude, the ſhepherds's homely curds, 
His cold thin drink out of his leathern bottle, 
His wonted ſleep under a freſh trees ſhade, 
All which ſecure and ſweetly he enjoys, 

Is far beyond a prince's delicates, 

His viand's ſparkling in a golden cup, 

His body couched in a curious bed, 

When care, miſtruſt, and treaſons wait on him. 


In another part of this performance, the author ſets in contraſt 
the pleaſures and pains of vicious greatneſs; thus the wicked 
man's alluring pomp is deſcribed, | 
His days appear a conſtant ſcene of joy ; 
Gold glitters in his precious robes, 
His pride's as boundleſs as his wealth ; 
He never wounds the air with mournful ſighs ; 
The voice of harmony ſalutes his ear, | 
When he lies down to ſleep, and when he wakes ; 
Triumphant plenty with a chearful grace, 
Baſks in his eyes, and ſparkles in his face, 
Again, 
To crown his tow'ring and ambitious hopes, 
A laughing train of children at his boards, 
Seem to quaff joy with him in copious bowls, 


Now fee the reverſe. 


With plenty crown'd, his conſcious heart repines, 
And gall is mingled with his ſweeteſt wines, 
On the rough waves of paſſions toſt, 
He ſtill unnumber d pleafures tries: 
But finds his expectations croſt, 
And happineſs his fond embraces flies. 
For virtue is the only baſe 
Of happineſs and laſting peace. 


The reader, with me, is indebted to my worthy friend Mt. 
Duncombe for the tranſlation of theſe paſſages from the French, 
who hath finiſh'd the whole of this tragedy, and ſome years 
 fince publiſhed a tranſlation of our author's other moſt famous 
performance, Athaliah, 


ACT 
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ACT m. SCENE I. 
M O B. 


(6) Look, as I blow this feather from my face, 
And as the air blows it to me again, 
Obeying with my wind, when I do blow, 
And yielding to another when it blows, 
Commanded always by the greater guſt ; 
Such 13 the lightneſs of you common men. 


SCENE III. 4 Simile on ambitious Thoughts. 


Why, then I do but dream on ſov'reignty, 
Like one that ſtands upon a promontory, 
And ſpies a far-off-ſhore where he would tread, 
Wiſhing his foot were equal with his eye, 
And chides the ſea that ſunders him from thence, 


Say ing, he'll lade it dry, to have his way, 


Glouceſter's Deformity. 94 


(7) Why, love forſwore me in my mother's womb ; 
And, for I ſhould not deal in her ſoft laws, 
She did corrupt frail nature with ſome bribe 
To ſhrink mine arm up like a wither'd ſhrub ; 
To make an envious mountain on my back, 
Where ſits deformity to mock my body ; 

To ſhape my legs of an unequal ſize; .- 

To diſproportion me in every part : 

Like to a chaos, or unlick'd bear-whelp, 

That carries no impreſſion like the dam. 

And am I then a man to be belov'd ? 


(6) Look, &c.] See Vol, 1. p. 171. 
(7) Why, &c.] See the beginning of Richard the third, . 


D 3 Why» 


7 
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Glouceſter's Diffimulation. 


Why, I can ſmile, and murther while I ſmile; 
And cry, content, to that which grieves my heart; 


And wet my cheeks with artificial tears ; 
And frame my face to all occaſions : - 


F'll drown more ſailors than the mermaid ſhall ; 


Fl lay more gazers than the bafiliſk ; 

F'll play the orator, as well as Neſtor ; 
Deceive more ſlily, than Ulyſſes could; 

And, like a Sinon, take another Troy: 
can add colours ey'n to the camelion ; - 
Change ſhapes with Proteus, for advantages; 
8) And ſet th' aſpiring Catiline to ſchool. 
Can I do this, and cannot get a crown ? 


ACT V. SCENE IX. 
Henry. VI. on his own Lenity. 


I have not ſtopt mine ears to their demands, 
Nor potted off their ſuits with flow delays; 
My pity hath been balm to heal their wounds 
My mildneſs hath allay'd their ſwelling grie!s; 
My mercy dry'd their water-flowing tears, 
I have not been defirous of their wealth, 
Nor much oppreſt them with great ſubſidies, 


Nor forward of revenge, though they much err d. 


(8) And ſet, &c.] Tam of Mr. Warburton's opinion, this read- 
ing which is of the old guarto, is greatly preferable to that commonly 
received; not only becauſe we thereby avoid an anachroniſm, but 
becauſe Richard, perhaps, may be more aptly compared to Catiline, 
and becauſe he inftances „ all through the ſpeech, from the ancients. 


The other reading is, 
And ſet the murd'rous Machiavel to ſchool, 


ACT 
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ACT v. 8CENE m. 


The Duke of Warwick's dying Speech. 


Ah, who is nigh? Come to me, friend, or foe, 
And tell me, who is victor, York or Warwick? 
Why aſk I that ? My mangled body ſhews, | 
My blood, my want of ſtrength, my fick heart ſhews, 
That 1 muſt yield my body to the earth, | 
And, by my fall, the conqueſt to my foe. 

(9) Thus yields the cedar to the ax's edge, 
Whoſe arms gave ſhelter to the princely eagle ; 
Under whoſe ſhade the ramping lion ſlept ; 


* 


(9) Thus yields, &c.] For this grand and noble ſimile, Shake- 
ſpear is plainly indebted there, Where, for the firſt time thro" 
this work, I am obliged, and gladly, to acknowledge him out- 
done, Tis from-the 3iſt chapter of the prophet Exetel, ver. 3. 
© Behold the Aſſyrian was a cedar in Lebanon with fair branches, 
and with a ſhadowing fhroud, and of an high ſtature, and his top 
was among the thick boughs. 4. The waters made him great, the 
deep ſet him up on high with her rivers running round about his 
plants, and ſent out ber little rivers unto all the trees of the field. 
5. Therefore his height was exalted above all the trees of the 
field, and his boughs were multipl.ed, and his branches became 
long, becauſe of the multitude of waters, when he ſhot forth. 
6. All the fowls of heaven made their neſts in his boughs, and 
under h's branches did all the beaſts of the field bring forth their 
young, and under his ſhadow dwelt all great nations. 7. Thus 
was he fair in his greatneſs, in the length of his branches : for his 
root was by great waters. 8. The cedars in the garden of God 
could not hide him: the far-trees were not like his boughs, and 
the cheſnut-trees were not like his branches; not any tree in the 
garden of God was like unto him in his beauty. Cc. 12. And 
ſtrangers, the terrible of the nations have cut him off, and have 
left him: upon the mountains, and in all the valleys his branches 
are fallen, and his boughs are broken by all the rivers of the landy 
and all the people of the earth are gone down from his ſhadow, 
and have left him, 13. Upon his ruin ſhall all the fowls of the 

ven remain, and all the beaſts of the field ſhall be upon his 
ranches, &c. See the chapter. 

The ſcriptures, and more eſpecially the prophets, abound with 
many fimilar paſſages, ſublime and exalted as this, which it would 
be endleſs to produce here. 

WY D 4 Whole 
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Whoſe top-branch over peer'd Jove's ſpreading tree; 


And kept low ſhrubs from winter's pow'rful wind. 


Theſe eyes, that now are dim'd with death's black veil, 


Have been as piercing as the mid-day ſun, 
To ſearch the ſecret treaſons of the world. 


The wrinkles in my brow, now fill'd with blood, 


Were lik'ned oft to kingly fepulchres : 
Eor who liv'd king, but I could dig his grave? 


And who durſt ſmile, when Warwick bent his brow ? 


Lo! now my glory ſmear'd in duſt and blood, 


(10) My parks, my walks, my manors that I had, 


Ev'n now forſake me; and of all my lands 
Is nothing left me, but my body's length. 


Scene VII, Omens on the Birth of Richard III. 
(11) The owl ſhriek'd at thy birth, an evil fign ; 


The night crow cry'd, a boding luckleſs tune; 


(10) My parks, ec.) „I won't venture to affirm, ſays Mr. 
id, our author is imitating Horace here: but ſurely this 
paſſage is very much of a caſt with that which J am about ta 


quote. 


Linguenda tellus, et Domus, et placens 
Uxor : negue harum quas colis, arborum 
Te preter inviſas cupreſſos, 


Ulla brevem Dominum ſequetur, B. 2. ode 14. 


Thy ſpacious fields, thy ſplendid houſe, 
Thy pleaſing wife muſt thou forego, 

Nor of thoſe trees, thy hands have rais'd, 
Except the baleful cypreſs boughs, 

Shall one attend their ſhort-liy'd lord below. 


Dryden has beautifully copied the laſt line, in his Antony and 
Cleopatra, where he makes the deſponding hero, throwing him- 


ſelf on the ground, thus lament, 


Lie there, the ſhadow of an emperor, 8 
The place tnou preſſeſt on thy mother eartn 


Is all thy empire now. A. 1. 
(11) The col, &ec.] See an account of the prodigies on the 


Dogs 


birch of Glendewer, p. 6, n. 6, 


> wwe Hf. 0% ee 


Thou cam'ſt into the world with thy legs forward. 
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Dogs howl'd, and hideous tempeſts ſhook down trees; 
The raven croak*d hoarſe on the chimney's top, 

And chattering pyes in diſmal diſcords ſung : | 
Thy mother felt more than a mother's pain, 

And yet brought forth leſs than a mother's hope, 

To wit, an indigeſted, deform'd-lump, 

Not like the frait of ſuch a goodly tree. 

Teeth hadſt thou in thy mouth when thou waſt born, 
To ſignify, thou cam'ſt to bite the world: 

And, if the reſt be true which T have heard, 


" 
. 
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CC Ce CHIC 
The Life of Hexngy VIII. 


ACT. IL. SCENE II. 


ANG E R. 


— — O climb ſteep hills | 
Requires ſlow pace at firſt, Anger is 
like 
A full-hot horſe, who, being allow'd his way, 
Self-mettle tires him. 


SeENE IV. Aim to be carried en with Re- 
ſolution, 


If I'm traduc'd by tongues, which neither know 
My faculties, nor perſon ; yet will be 

The chronicles of my doing: let me ſay, 

Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake 
That virtue muſt go through: we mult not ſtint: 
Our neceſſary actions, in the fear, 

To cope malicious cenſurers : which ever, 

As rav'nous fiſhes, do a veſſel follow 

'That is new trimm'd: but benefit no further 
'Than vainly longing. What we off do beſt, 
By fick interpreters, or weak ones, is 

Not ours, or not allow'd: what worſt, as oft 
Hitting a groſſer quality, is cry'd up 

For our beſt act: if we ſtand ſtill, in fear, 

Our motion will be mock'd or carped at, 

We ſhould take root here, where we fit ; or fit 


state · ſtatues only. 
Scans 
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Scene VI. es Cuftems: 


New cuſtoms, 
Though they be never ſo ridiculous, 
Nay, let em be unmanly, yet are follow'd. 


RAT 


ACT I. SCENE IL 
The Duke of Buckingham's Prayer for the King. 


May he live IRS: | 
Longer than I have time to tell his years ! 
Ever belov'd; and loving may his rule be! 
And when old time ſhall lead him to his end, 
Goodneſs, and he fill up one monument! 


36% Ip Oo = 
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Dependants not to be too much truſted by great Mun. 


This from a dying man receive as certain: 
Where you are lib' ral of your loves and counſels, 
Beware you be not looſe; thoſe you make friends, | 
And give your hearts to, when they once perceive 
The leaft rub in your fortunes, fall away 

| Like water from ye, never found again, 
But where they mean to fink ye. 


ScznE III. 4 good Wife. 


w—=— A loſs of her, 
That, like a jewel, has hung twenty years 
About his Neck, yet never loſt her luſtre; 
Of her, that loves him with that excellence, 
That angels love good men with ; even of her, 


That, when the greateſt Rroke of fortune falls, 
Will bleſs the king. 
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ScENE V. The Bleſſings of a low Station. 
(1) Tis better to be lowly born, 
And range with humble livers in content, 
Than to be perk'd up in a glitt'ring grief, 
And wear a, golden ſorrow, 


Sc ENE VI. Queen Catherine's Speech to her 
Huſband, 


(2) Alas, fir, 
In what have I offended you? What cauſe 
Hath my behaviour giv'n to your diſpleaſure, 
That thus you ſhould proceed to put me off, 
And take your good grace from me? Heav'n witneſs, 
P've been to you a true and humble wife, 
At all times to your will, conformable : 
Ever in fear to kindle your dike, 
Yea, ſubjec to your count nance; glad or ſorry, 
As I faw it inclin'd : when was the hour, 
I ever contradicted your defire ? 
Or made it not mine too? Which of your friends: 
Have I not ſtrove to love, although I knew 
He were mine enemy? What friend of mine, 
That had to him deriv'd your anger, did I 


(1) See the 3h page forevoing. Horace thus adviſes in his :oth 
epiſtle, L. I. | 
Fuge magna, &c. 
Forſake the gaudy tinſel of the great: 
The peaceful cottage beckons a retreat: 
Where true content a ſolid comfort brings 
To kings unknown, or favourites of kings. 


(2) Aas, fr,] The reader will find in the ad ſcene of the ad 
act of the Winter s Tale, a ſpeech, made by the queen, on beipg 
accuſed. by her huſband, very ſimilar to this: "Tis ſpoken in 
court, where the innocent Hermione appear'd, and was condemn- 


ed dy her jealous huſband, ' 8 


The Life of Hzuav VIIT. & 61 f 


Continue in my liking? Nay, gave notice, 

He was from thence diſcharg'd, Sir, call to mind, 
That I have been your wife, in this obedience, © 
Upwards of twenty years ; and have been bleſt 
With many children by you. If inthe courſe 
And proceſs of this time, you can report, 
And prove it too, againſt mine honour aught, 
My bond of wedlock, or my love and duty, _ 
Againſt your ſacred perſon; in God's name, 
Turn me away; and let the foul'ſt contempt 

Shut door upon me, and ſo give me ug 

To the ſharpeſt kind of juſticte. 


Queen Catherine's Speech to Cardinal Wolſey. 


Lou are meek, and humble- mouth d: 
You ſign your place and calling, in full ſeeming, 
With meekneſs and humility : but your heart 
Is cramm'd with arrogancy, ſpleen, and pride: 
You have by fortune, and his highneſs“ favours, 
Gone ſlightly o'er low ſteps; and now are mounted, 
Where pow'rs are your retainers ;.and your words, 
Domeſticks to. you, , ſerve your will, as't pleaſe 
Yourſelf pronounce their office. I mu tell you, 
You tender more your perſon's honour, than 
Your high profeſſion ſpiritual. 


<a 3. Hs  ECENET. 
0, her own Merit. 


Have I liv'd thus long (let me ſpeak myſelf, 
Since vircue finds no friends) a wife, a true one? 
A woman (I dare ſay, without vain-glory) 
Never yet branded with ſuſpicion ? 

Have I, with all my full aſſections, 


Still met the king? Lov'd him, next heav'n. obey d him? 
Been 
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Been, out of fondneſs, ſuperſtitious to him ? 
Almoſt forgot my prayers to content him ? 
And am I thus rewarded ? Tis not well, lords. 
Bring me a conſtant woman to her huſband, 
One, that ne'er dream'd a joy Beyond his pleaſure 3 
And to that woman, when ſhe bas done moſt, 

Vet will I add an honour ; a great patience, 


| Deen Catherine compared to a Lilly. 
: (3) Lake the lilly, 
That once was miſtreſs of the field and Youriſh'd,. 
Fll hang. my head and periſh, 


- Obedience to Princes. 


The hearts of princes kiſs obedience, 
So much they love it: but to ſtubborn ſpirits, 
They ſwell, and grow as terrible as ſtorms, 


Scent III. Horror, its outward Effects. 


Some ſtrange commotion * 
Is in his brain; he bites his lip, and ſtarts; _. 
Stops on a ſudden, looks upon the ground, | 
Then lays his finger on his temple ; ſtrait, 
Springs out into faſt gate, then ſtops again; 
Strikes his breaſt hard, and then, anon, he caſts 
His eye againſt the moon: in moſt n * 
We've ſeen him ſet dinſelf. 


(3) Like the lilly, ] So Spencer calls 
The lilly, lady of the flow'ring field. 
Faerie Queene, B. 2, e, 6. f. 16. 


Firm 
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Firm Allegiance. 
Though perils did 
Abound, as thick as thought could make em, and 
Appear in forms horrid; yet my duty, 
(4) As doth a rock againſt the chiding flood, 
Should the approach of this wild river break, 
And ſtand unſhaken yours. 


Scene IV. Anger, its external Effedts. 


What ſudden anger's this? How have I reap d it ? 
He parted frowning from me, as if ruin 
Leap'd from his eyes. (5) So looks the chafed lion 


(4) A. doth, &c.] This ſimile is uſed both by Yirgil and Hamer x 
He, like a rock amidf the ſeas, unmov d, 
Stands oppoſite reſiſting: like a rock 
Amidſt the fea : which while the roaring tide 
Encroaches, With its weight itſelf ſuſtains 
Among the noiſy waves: in vain the cliffs 
" Foaming rebellow loud: and all around 
The broken ſea-weed daſhes on its fides.--- 
See Trap 2x. Ta 
2nd again, 
He like a rock, which o'er the ocean wide, 
Hangs prominent, expos'd to winds and waves 
And all the rage of ſea and ſky endures ; 1 
Stands fixt, unmov d- See 1d, u, 105 


(5) So books, &c. ] 


So when on ſultry Libya's deſert ſand, 
The lion ſpies the hunter hard at hand: 
Couch'sd on the earth the doubtful ſavage lies, 
And waits awhile, till all his fury riſe : 
His laſhing tail provokes his ſwelling fides, 
And high upon his neck, his mane with horror rides: 
Then, if at length the flying dart infeſt, 
Or the broad ſpear invade his ample breaſt, 
Scorning the wound, he yawns a dreadful roar, 
&nd flies like lightning on the hoſtile Moor. 
| Rowe's Lucan,. B. 1. 
Upon 
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Upon the daring huntſman, that has gall'd him; 
Then makes him nothing. 


Falling Greatneſs. 


Nay, then farewel! . _ 
I've touch'd the higheſt point of all my greatneſs ; 
And from that full meridian of my glory 

I haſte now to my ſetting. I fhall fall, 

Like a bright exhalation in the evening, 

And no man ſee me more. 


Scexe VI. The Viciſſitudes of Life. 
So farewel to the little good you bear me. 
Farewel, a long farewel to all my greatneſs ; 
This is the ſtate of man; to-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hopes, to-morrow bloſſoms, 
And bears his. bluſhing honours thick upon him; 
The third day comes a froſt, a killing froſt, 
And when he thinks, good eaſy man, full ſurely 
His. greatneſs is a"ripening, (6) nips his root; 
And then he falls as | do; I have ventur'd, 
Like little wanton boys, that ſwim-on bladders, 
Theſe many fummers in a ſea of glory; : 
But far beyond my depth; my high-blown pride 
At length broke under me; and now has left me, 
Weary, and old with ſervice, to the mercy 
Of a rude ſtream, that muſt for ever hide me. 8 
Vain pomp and glory of this world, I hate ye; 
I feel my heart new open d. Oh, how wretched 
Is that: poor ma that hangs on prince's favours t-. 


(6) Nips his root.] It is plain the poet ſpeaks of the deſtruction 
of the tree by the froſt nipping and Rilling the root, not the leaves 
and bloſſoms: ſo that Mr. Warburton s criticiſm is unneceſſary, 
; be 7 Love's e V. 1. p. 32. 


| | | There 
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There is, betwixt that ſmile we would aſpire to, 
That ſweet aſpect of princes, and our ruin 
More pangs and fears than war or women have; 
And, when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 
Never to hope again. 


Cardinal Wolſey' Speech to Cromwell. 
Cromwell, I did not think to ſhed a tear 
In all my miſeries; but thou haſt forc'd me, 
Out of thy honeſt truth, to play the woman 
Let's dry our eyes; and thus far hear me Cromwell; 
And when I am forgotten, as I ſhall be, © 
And ſleep in dull cold marble, where no mention 
Of me muſt more be heard; ſay then I taught thee x 
Say, Wolſey, that once trod the ways of glory, 
And ſounded all the depths and ſhoals of honour, ' 
Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to riſe inn 
A ſure, and ſafe one, though thy maſter miſs d it. 
Mark. but my fall; and that which ruin'd me: 
(7) Cromwell. I charge thee, fling away ambition; 
By that fin fell the angels; how can man then 
(The image of his maker) hope to win by't ? 
(8) Love thyſelf laſt; cheriſh thoſe hearts, that hate 
thee : | 
| Corruption 


(7) Cronnoell, &c.] In the ſecond part of Henry VI. A. 1. 
8. 4. the duke of Glefter ſays to his wiſe, 
Baniſh the canker of ambitious thoughts. 14 
(3) Love, Kc. ] The whole meaning of this advice ſeems to 
be this: © Pay leſs regard to your own intereſt than to that of 
your friends; love them firſt, yourſelf laſt, nay, even after your 
enemies; for it is neceſſary for you to cheriſh. thoſe that hate 
you, to heap favours on them, and thereby make em your 
friends; for even corruption and , bribery itſelf wins not more 
than honeſty and open-dealing.” There ſeems a peculiar excel- 
tence in this advice of Wolſey, whoſe pride had occafioned him to 


deſpiſe his enemies, and contemn all their feeble efforts, as he 


Judg'd, to harm him: and inſtead of loving himſelf laſt, he has 


places | 


| 
4 
. 
| 
| 
ö 
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Corruption wins not more than honeſty. 

Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace, 

To ſilence envious tongues, (9) Be juſt, and fear not. 

Let all the ends, thou aim'|t at, be thy country's, 

Thy God's, and truths ; then if thou fall't, O Crom- 
wall. * | 

Thou fall'& a bleſſed martyr. Serve the king; 

And, pry'thee, lead me in | 

There take an inventory. of all I have ; | 

To the laſt penny, tis the king's. My robe, 

And my integrity to heav'n, is all 4 

I dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Crom- 

Had I but ſerv'd my God with half the 2eal 

I ſerv'd my king, he would not in mine age 

Have left me naked to mine enemies. 


placed there his rf and ſole affection. So that Mr. War hurts 
criticiſm falls to the ground, who, obſerving, © that this, tho 
an admirable precept for our conduct in private life, was never 
deſign'd for the magiſtrate or publick miniſter, gives his opinion 
the poet wrote, | 

Cheriſh thoſe hearts that wait thee. 
Sir T. Hanmer too flattens the line by reading it, 

Cheriſh ey'n the hearts that hate thee, 

This paſſage appears with double propriety, when we conſider, it 
comes from Ne mouth of a divine, who may be ſuppoſed to 
have had this verſe of St. Matthew in view. © Love your 
enemies. bleſs them that curſe you, do good to them that bate 
Jou. Chap. V. Per, 44. 

(9) Be juft, &c.] The power and bleſſing of a good heart and 
conſcience, are mentioned in the goth page foregoing. Milton, in 
his Comus, ſpeaks thus excellently of a virtuous man, 

He that has light within his own clear breaft 
May fit ith* center and enjoy bright day: | 
But he that hides a dark foul, and foul thoughts, 
Benighted walks under the mid-day ſun; | 
Himſelf is his own dungeon,— 
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As loud, and to as many tunes. Hats, cloaks, 
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ACT IV: SCENEI. 
APPLAUSE. 


{10) Such a noiſe aroſe 
As the ſhrouds make at ſea in a ſtiff tempeſt, 


Doubles, I think, flew up ; and had their faces 
Been looſe, this day they had been loſt. Such joy 
I never ſaw before. Great belly'd women, 

That had not half a week to go, like rams 

In the old time of war, would ſhake the preſs, 

And make em reel before em. No man living 
Could ſay, this is my wife there, all were woven 
So ſtrangely in one piece. r | 


SCENE II. Cardinal Wolley's Death. 


At laſt, with eaſy roads he came to Leiceſter ;; 
Lodg'd in the abbey ; where the rev'rend abbot, 
With all his convent, honourably receiv'd him; 
To whom he gave theſe words, O father abbot, 
* An old man, broken with the ſtorms of fate, 
* Is come to lay his weary bones among you; 

* Give him a little earth for charity! 

So went to bed; where eagerly his fickneſs 
Purſu d him ſtill, and three nights after this, 
About the hour of eigh ich he himſelf 
Foretold, ſhould be his laſt) full of repentance,. 
Continual meditations, tears and ſorrows, 

He gave his honours to the world again, 

His bleſſed part to heav'n, and ſlept in peace. 


(10), Such, &c.] See Vol. I. p. 173, 174. 
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| His Vices and Virtues. 
So may he reſt, his faults lie gently on him ! 


vet thus far, Griffith, give me leave to ſpeak him, 


And yet with charity ; he was a man 
Of an unbounded Stomach, ever ranking 
Himſelf with princes ; (11) one, that by ſuggeſtion 
Ty'd all the kingdom: ſimony was fair play; 
His own opinion was his law. T' th' preſence 
He would ſay untruths, and be ever double 
Both in his words and meaning. He was never, 
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful. 
His promiſes were, as he then was, mighty; 
But his performance, as he now is, nothing. 
Of his own body he was ill, and gave 
The clergy ill example. | 

Griff. Noble madam, 

Mens 


(11) One that, &.] Mr, Warburton explains this paſſage thus, 
“One that by giving the king pernicious counſel, ) d or en- 
flav'd the kingdom. And he obſerves, that Shakeſpear uſes the 
word ſuggeſtion, with great propriety and ſeeming knowledge of 
the Latin tongue. For the late Roman writers and their gloſſes 
agree to give this ſenſe to it; Suggeſtio, eſ cum magijtratus 
guilibet principi ſalubre confilium ſuggerit, A ſuggeſtion, 15, 
when a magiſtrate gives a prince wholſome counſel. *©* So that no- 
thing cou'd be ſeverer than this refle&ion, that that wholeſome 
counſel which it is the miniſters duty to give his prince, was ſo 
impoiſoned by him, as to produce ſlavery to his country,”* The 
commentator here (with great ſhew of reaſon) ſeems to ftrike 
out a meaning his author moſt probably never meant; if the read- 
ing be juſt, the paſſage is plain and eaſy, ſhould we take 8 
geſtion in its vulgar acceptation : but it ſeems very exceptionable, 
nor can I be ſatisfied with ty'd, eſpecially, when I conſider the 
words immediately following; indeed, it may be faid, the is 
particularizing his vices without any connection: The Oxford 
editor reags tyth'd, which is too forc'd, and unwarrantable : 
Wolſey certainly had great ſway in the Kingdom by means of the 
high credit he was in with the king, but he could not be ſaid pro- 
perly, I think, by ſuggeſtion, by underhand dealings, or by perni- 
cious counſel (which you will,) to tye the kingdom, properly; the 
wedd is printed very imperfectly in the old editions; * 
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(12) Mens evil manners live in braſs ; their virtues 
We write in water. ® ® # #® ® 
„ * * * * 'This cardinal, 
Though from an humble ftock, undoubtedly 
Was faſhion'd to much honour, from his cradle ; 
He was a ſch6lar, and a ripe and good one; 
Exceeding wiſe ; fair ſpoken, and perſuading ; 
Lofty, and ſour to them that lov'd him not: 
But to thoſe men that ſought him, ſweet as ſummer. 
And though he was unſatisfy'd in getting, 
(Which was a fin) yet in beſtowing, madam, 
He was molt princely : Ever witneſs for him 
Thoſe twins of learning that he rais'd in yon, 
Ipſwich and Oxford ! 1 0 one of which fell with him, 
Unwilling to out-live the good he did it: 
The other, though unfiniſh'd, yet ſo famous, 
So excellent in art, and ſtill ſo riſing, 
That Chriſtendom ſhall ever ſpeak his virtue. 
His overthrow heap'd happineſs upon him; 
For then, and not till then, he felt himſelf, _ 
And found the bleſſedneſs of being little; 
And to add greater honours to his age 
Than man could give him, he dy 'd, fearing God. 


was ſway'd ; but I pretend not to ſay any thing certain ; the ju- 
—_ reader will ſoon ſee whether the explication given ſatisfies 


(12) Mens, &c.) Beaumont and Fletcher borrow'd this ſenti- 
ment from Shakeſpear in their Philafter, Act 5, 


All your better deeds 
Shall e but this in markle, 
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AC. v. SCENE V. 
Malicious Mom. 


(13) Men that make 
Envy and crooked malice nouriſhment, | 
Dare bite the beſt. 33 


4 C parch-man. 


Become a church-man better than 8 


Win ſtraying ſouls pee 620 
Caſt none away. 9 94 


INH U TR 
/) 'Tis a cruelty 
To load à falling man. 


80 EN E VIII. Archbifbop Crnnmetts Phu 


Let me peak, Sir; > 
(For heav'n now bids me) and the words I utter, 


4 3 2 1 In Paſtor Fido, there is a fine ſentiment not 
AF 5. 8. 1. 


* now can boaſt of earth's ſelicity, 
When envy treads on virtue's heels? S. R. Fanſhaw. 
(14) "Tis, &c.] The poet, in the former part of the play, gin 
us the ſame humane and tender ſentiment 
O my lord, 

Preſs adi a fullig cap too far; tis virtue. A 3. S. ö. 
Nothing can afford us a better idea of the author's excellent mind 
and we are aſſured, from the account we have of his charaQe, 
He was remarkable for his humanity, benevolence, and man 


- virtues- 

Look how the father's face, (ſays Ben Johnſon) 
Lives in his iſſue, even ſo the race 
Of Shakeſpear's mind and manners brightly ſhines, 


In his well-torned, and true filed lines, La 
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Let none think flatt ry, for they'll find em truth. 
This royal infant, (heav'n ſtill move about her) 
Though in her cradle, yet now promiſes | 
Upon this land a thoufand, thouſand bleffings, 
Which time ſhall bring to ripenefs. She ſhall be 
(But few now living can behold that goodneſs) 
A pattern to all prinees living with her, 
And all that ſhall facceed. Sheba was never 
More covetous of wiſdom and fair virtue, 
Than this bleſt ſoul ſhall be. All princely graces, 
That mould up ſuch a mighty piece as this, 
With all the virtue that attend the good, 
Shall till be doubled on her. Truth ſhall nurſe her: 
Holy and heav'nly thoughts ſtill counſel her: 
She ſhall be lov'd and fear d. Her own ſhall bleſs 
her : RO 
Her foes ſhake, like a field of beaten corn, 
And hang their heads, with ſorrow. Good grows 
with her. : 
{15) In her days, ev'ry man ſhall eat in ſafety, 
Under his own vine, what he plants ; and fing 
The merry ſongs of peace to all his neighbours. 
God ſhall be truly known, and thoſe about her, 
From her ſhall read the perfect ways of honour, 
And claim by thoſe their goodneſs, not by blood. 
Nor ſhall this peace ſleep with her; but as when 


(15) In, &c.] The poet's excellence in ſo beautifully keeping 
up the propriety of his characters, can never be ſufficiently ad- 
wired ; no expreſſions could have ſo well become the mouth of an 
archbiſhop as ſcripture ones z and we may obſerve, what graces 
this elegant compliment to his princeſs gains from thence ; the 
bleſſings of Solomon's reign are ſet forth in the firſt of King:, 
Ch. iv. where particularly tis ſaid, © Every man dwelt ſafely 
under his vine; and ſo in the prophet Micah, © They ſhall fit 
every man under his vine, and under his fig-tree ; and none ſhall 
make them afraid ; for all people will walk every one in the 
name of his God, &c, See Ch, iv. Ker. 4. Th 
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The bird of wonder dies, the maiden phœnix, 
Her aſhes new create another heir, 

As great in admiration as herſelf ; 

So ſhall ſhe leave her bleſſedneſs to one, 


(16) When heav'n ſhall call her from this cloud of 


darkneſs) ; 
Who from the ſacred aſhes of her * | | 
Shall ftar-like riſe, as great in fame as ſhe was, 
And ſo ſtand fix d. Peace, plenty, love, truth, terror, 
'That were the ſervants to this choſen infant, 
Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to him : 
Where-ever the. bright ſun of heav'n ſhall ſhine, 
_ His-honour and the greatneſs of his name 
Shall be, and make new nations: He ſhall flouriſh, 
And like a mountain- cedar, reach his branches 
"To all the plains about him; Children's. children 
Shall ſee this, and bleſs hone! n. 


(x6) This cloud of l Milton in his ** at the 1 1 


ning, thus ſpeaks in contempt of the earth: 


Above the ſmoak and ſtir of this dim por, 

Which men call earth, and with low-thoughted care 

Confin'd, and peſter d in this pinfold here, 

5 to keep up a frail and feveriſh being, 
e the crown that virtue gives, 
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ACTI SCENE III. 
New Titles. 
8 O O D. den, Sir Richard, — God-a- mercy, 


fellow; F IIS 

And if his name be George, I'll call him 
| Peter : IE 

For new made honour doth forget mens names : 

'Tis too reſpective and unſociabſe 

For your converſing. Now your traveller, 

He and his tooth-pick at my worſhip's mels : 

And when my knightly ſtomach is ſuffic' d, 

Why then, I ſuck my teeth, and catechiſe 

(1) My piked man of countries z my dear Sir, 

Vol. II. E (Thus 


* King Jobn ] The ftyle all thro” this excellent play is grand 
and equal, and it abounds with a great _— of fine topic's, and 
affecting paſlages : Shakeſpear ſeems to have had a particular re- 
ſpect for Faulconbridge, whoſe character is well maintain'd, as is 
that of the king, than whom none could have been a more proper 
perſon for tragedy ; I know not by what ſingular good fortune too 
it has happened, that the text is remarkably correct, and free 
from that multitude of miſtakes, wherewith moſt of our author's 
works ſo unhappily abound, 

(1) My piked.] Mr, Pope explains this by © a Man formally 
brarded,”” The old copies, (ſays Thcobatd) give it us picked, by a 
ſlight corruption in the ſpelling ; but the author certainly deſign d 
picqued (from the French verb, je piquer) i, e touchy, tart, ap- 
prehenſive, upon his guard. A ſenſe, (that perhaps may ſeera 
ndiculous to ſome readers, and which I by no means advance as 


true} 
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(Thus leaning on mine elbow, I begin) 

I ſhall beſeech you that is queſtion now ; 
And then comes anſwer like an A B C-book : 
O Sir, ſays anfwer, at your beſt command, 8 
At your imployment, at your ſervice, Sir 
No, Sir, ſays queſtion, I, ſweet Sir, at yours, 
And ſo &er anſwer knows what queſtion would, 
Saving in dialogue of compliment; 

And talking of the Alps and Apennines, 

The Pyrenean and the river Po; 

It draws towards ſupper in concluſion, ſo, 

But this is worſhipful ſociety, _ 

And fits the mounting ſpirit like myſelf : 

For he is but a baſtard to the time, 

That doth not ſmack of obſervation. 


ACT U. scENEI. 
A. Deſcription of England. 
(2) That pale that white-fac'd ſhore, 


Whoſe foot ſpurns back the ocean's roaring tides, 
5 | And 


true) ſtrikes me on ene the adi A Richard 1 the 
_ traveller and his cceth-pick ſhall be both at his table, and for my 
own part, he goes on, when 1 have ſuffic d my knightly ſto- 
mach, then I ſhall fit at my eaſe picking my teeth, and catechiſing 
my picked man of countries, i. e. my traveller who has already 
picked his teeth, and does not take the liberty which 1 do, to lol! on 
his elbow, and pick his teeth, being ſubſervient to my commands, 
and waiting for my catechifing him. In this ſenſe Picked is 
right in the old copies. 

(2) That, &c.] Shakeſpear, like a true lover of his country, 
has never omitted any opportunity to celebrate it or his country- 
men, the reader will find beſides the paſſages in the preſent play, 
one in Richard II. A. 2. S. 1. and Cymbeline, A. 3. S 1. Spenſer too 


forgot not to pay due honours to his country in his Fairie Queene, 


but has given us one whole Canto, . he entitles, 
; A Chro- 
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And coops from other lands her iflanders; 

Ey'n till that England, hedg'd in with the main, 

That water-walled balwark, ſtil! ſecure 

And confident from foreign purpoſes, | 

Ey'n till that utmoſt corner of the weſt, 

Salute thee for her king. 


Deſcription of an Engliſh Army. 
His marches are expedient to this town, 
His forces ſtrong, his ſoldiers confident. 
With him along is come the mother-queen ; 
An Ate ſtirring him to blood and ſtrife. | 
With her, her neice, the lady Blanch of Spain ; 
(3) With them a baſtard of the king deceas'd ; 
And all th' unſettled humonrs of the land, 


| Raſh, inconſiderate, fiery voluntaries, 


: 


A chronicle of Briton kings 
From Brute to Uthers raigne : 
And rolls of Ein emperors 


Till time of Cloriane. B. 2. C. 70. 
Neither has Milton omitted to mention his country; in his admir- 
able maſk of Conus, he calls it 3 i 


The greateſt and the beſt of all the main ; 
And his countrymen, An old and haughty nation proud in arms. 
(3) With them, &c.] There is a flight error in the pointing 
here, which -I the rather take notice of, as it runs thro' all the 
editions, and ſeems to have given the editors a wrang ſenſe cf the 
paſſage ; tis ſaid, the king is come with the mother qucen, _ 
With her, her niece the lady Blanch of * 
With them a baſtard of the king deceas'd, 


And all the unſettled humours of the land: 
* Rath inconfiderate, &c. 


I think there is no doubt, the ſemicolon ſhould be after the ba- 
ſtard of the king deceas'd; then he adds, and all the unſettled 
humours of the land, raſh, &c. have fold, &c.** Seathe in the lat 
line but two, fignifies damage, hurt, mifchief, derived from a 
' Saxon word: Skinner ſays, it is yet uſed in Lincolnſhire, which it 
might have been in his time, and probably may be now, tho' I 
don't recolle& ever to have heard it, 


E 2 With 


With lady's faces, and. fierce dragon's ſpleens, 
Have ſold their fortunes at their native homes, 
Bearing their birthrights proudly on their backe, 
To make a hazard of new fortunes here. 
In brief, a braver choice of dauntleſs ſpirits, 
Than now the Engliſh bottoms have waft oer, 
Did never float upon the ſwelling tide, 

To do offence and ſcathe in Chriſtendom. 

The interruption of their churliſh drums _ 
Cuts off more circumſtance; they are at hand. 


COURAGE. 


By how much unexpected, by ſo much 
We mult awake endeavour for defence; 
For courage mounteth with occaſion, 


SCENE I. A Boafter. 


What cracker is this ſame, that deafs our ears 
With this abundance of ſuperfluous breath ? 


Scens IV. Deſcription of Victory, by the French. 


You men of Angiers, open wide your gates, 
And let young Arthur duke of Bretagne in: 
Who by the hand of France this day hath made, 
Much work for tears in many an Engliſh mother, 
Whoſe ſons lye ſcatterd on the bleeding ground: 
And many a widow's huſband groveling lies, 

| Coldly embracing the diſcolour'd earth; 
While victory with little loſs doth play 
Upon the dancing banners of the French ; 
Who are at hand, triumphantly diſplay d, 
To enter een. 8 
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{# By the Engliſh. 
Rejoice, you men of Angiers, ring your + belts 
King John, your king, and England's, doth —— 
Commander of this hot, malicious day: 
Their armours that march'd hence, ſo ſilver- bright, 
Hither return all gilt in Frenchmens blood ; 
There ſtuck no plume in any Engliſh creſt, 
That is removed by a ſtaff of France. 
Our colours do return in thoſe ſame hands 
That did diſplay them, when we firſt marh'd forth; 
And like a jolly troop. of huntſmen, come 
Our luſty Englim, all with purple hands 
Dy'd 1 in che dying, ſlangkter of der be.. 2}! 
Ser N V. I compleat Zus. 
If luſty love ſhbuld go in queſt of beauty, 
Where ſhou'd he find it fairer than in Blanch? 
If zealous love fnould go in ſeatch of Virtue, 
Where ſhou'd he find it; fairer, than in Binack 7 
If love, ambitious fought 4:match of birth -** 
Whoſe veins bound richer blood, than lady Blanch? 


SCENE VI. On Commedity, or Self- Interg/t. 
— Rounded 3 in the car n 


5 


With that ſame purpoſe- changer, that fly devil, 
That broker, that till breaks the pate of N 
That daily break- vow, he that wins of all, 
Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, 8 
Who having no external thing to loſe | 
But the word-maid, cheats the poor maid of hat:: I} 
That ſmooth fac'd gentleman, tickling commodity, oy 
Commodity, the biaſs of the world, | F 
The world, Which of itſelf is poiſed well, if 
Made to run even, upon even ground; il 
2 Til this advantage, this vile drawing biaſs, 
E 3 This 
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'This ſway of motion, this commodity, 
Makes it take head from all indifferency, 


From all direction, purpoſe, courſe, intent, 
And this ſame bias, Ke. 


Ac m. SCENE 1. 
Tokens of Grief. 


a What doſt thou mean by ſhaking of thy head? 
Why doſt thou look fo ſadly on my fon? 
What means that hand upon that breaſt of thine ? 
Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum, 
Luke a proud river peering o'er its bounds ? 

Be theſe ſad ſighs confirmers of thy words? 
Then ſpeak again, not all thy former tale, 
But this one word, whether thy tale be true, 


x Mathers  Fondueſs for a beautiful Child. 


(4) If thou, chat bid'ſt me be content, wert grim 
Ugly, and fland'rous to thy mother's womb, ad 


* What. &e.] 80 Seneca in his Oedipus fas, 
Effari dubitas ? cur . 
2 S 

And in his Agamemnon, 


uid werſas, 
|, 7 e totus 28 


Why doſt thou fear to fpeak ? Why on thy cheeks 
Does thus thy colour come and go? And wherefors 
Art thou thus at's loſs is ſyeak wet TY — 
Again, 4 | . 
What ſecret forrows roll within thy breaſt, - £1 
Thus filent ?—All thy looks beſpeak ation, * 


If thou, &c.] So in the Unnatural combat of Maſfinger, the 
fat 2 A wha 2 lin £2 with the violent and Hocking paſhon 
We has conteiv id for Ur ughter, obſerver, 1 


The Life and Death of Ning Joan. 79 
Full of unpleaſing blots, and ſightleſs ſtains, 
Lame, fooliſh, crooked, ſwart, prodigious, 
Patch'd with foul moles, and'eye-offending marks; 
I would not care, I then would be content; © 
For then I ſhould not love thee : no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth, nor deſerve a crown. 

But thy art fair, and at thy birth, dear boy ! 

(;) Nature and fortune join'd to make thee great. 

of e gia then ooh eee 
And with he" mene 


=. of 1 A 14 


GRIBF.. 


I will inſtru my ſorrows to be proud; 
For grief is $0ng,” and ae 


rn 
Deform' d and crooked in the features K 
Thy body, as the manners of thy mind, 
Moor-lip's, flat-nos'd, dim-ey'd and beetle-brow” d, 
With a dwarfs ſtature to a giant's waiſt : 
8 with claws for fingers on thy hands, 
lay-footed, g leg d, and over all | 
| 2 21 had ſpread itfelf, 
'ull And made thee ſhun'd 4— 
I had been, bleſt ——— © 
Rather than as now, CT 
* — 1 had qrown'd thee for it in the ſea) 
pearing as thou doſt a new Pandora, 
Win jun uno's fair cow-eyes, Minerya's brow; 
Aurora s bluſhing cheeks, Hebe's freſh youth, 
Venus ſoft paps, and Thetis filver feet. Ac 4. S. r, 
The laſt lines of Maſſinger, are an immediate tranſlation from a 
pretty Greek epigram, the author of which compares his mi- 
ſtreſſes eyes to Funo's, her paps to Vun, . 


Ouran „n Hen, Mean, ret xhpes Abwncy 
| | Tas pau; Haine, ra oPvpz T1; Orridog, * 2 
| (5) Nature, c.] In the Phileetes of Sopbecles, it is faid, 


A ee Near 
Q m, 1 — 


| Noble thy nature, 66 thy birth, my fn. 
| E 4 Seen 
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Scxwvs Vic The Horrors of uncloſing a Conſpiracy, 


(6) I had a thing to fay— but, let it go: 
The fun is in the heav*n, and the proud day, 
Attended with the pleaſures of the world, 

Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds, 

To give me audience. If the midnight bell, 
Did with his iron tongue and brazen mouth 
Sound one unto the drowſy race of night ; 


(6) I had, &c.] The reader cannot but be ſtruck with the pe- 
culiar excellencies of this ſpeech : we ſee into the very working 
of king John's troubled ſoul, while he is wiſhing yet afraid to 
diſcloſe his bloody purpoſe to „Hafer; and how finely does the 
author deſcribe' the ſituation the mind ſhou'd be in to hear and 
embrace "ſuch a propoſal, the place fitteſt to diſcloſe it in, the 
time moſt ſuitable to pour it into the boſom of the hearer._ See 
Julius Cæſar, p. 97. Shakeſpear, when he would expreſs the moſt 
dreadful time of. night, always ſpeaks of the hours of weve or 
ene; for that, in the vulgar opinion, was the peculiar time of ghoſt 
and ſpirits. In Midſummer Night's Dream, he ſays, 


The iron tongue of midnight hath told hee. 
And the ghoſt in Hambl:r juſt then ſtalks Ka when Berrardd 


ziving an account of it comes to 
The bell then beating one, 
A moſt beautiful break, and finely imagin'd. 


The king, in Beaumont and Fletcher s Kiag and no King, 
al:ke troubled and ates: to difcloſe his intentions. Mar * 
fays of him, 


Ie has followed me 

Thro* twenty rooms, and ever when I ſtay 
To wait's command, he bluſhes like a girl, 

And looks upon me as if modeſty - 
Kept in his buſineſs : fo turns away from me + 
But if I go on, he follows me again. 

_And the king ſays of himſelf, - EP 

I cannot utter it; why ſhou' 41 keep 2 

A breaſt to harbour thoughts I dare not ſpeak ? 
Darkneſs is in my boſom, and there lie | 
A thouſand thoughts that cannot brook the light 


How wilt thou vex me, when this deed is done, 
Conſcience that art afraid to let me name it? AF 3. 


If 


ay, 


nin 
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Ir this ſame were a churchyard, where we ſtand, 
And thou poſſeſſed with a thouſand wrongs ; 
Or if that ſurly ſpirit melancho7ß 
Had bak'd. thy blood, and made it heavy-thick, 
Which elſe runs tickling. up and down the veins, 
Making that ideot laughter keep mens eyes, 
And ftrain their cheeks to idle merriment ; 
(A paſſion hateful to. my purpoles) . 
Or if that thou couldſt ſee me — eyes, 
Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 
Without a tongue, uſing conceit alone 
Without eyes, ears, and harmſul, ſoul of words 3 
Then in diſpight of broad-ey d watehful day, 
I would. into thy boſom. pour my thoughts ; 
But ah, 1 will not. 


SceuR VI. A Mfotber't Ravings.. 


J am not mad; this hair I tear is mine; 
My name is Conſtance, I was Geffrey's wife : 
Young Arthur is my ſon, and he is loſt, 

I am not mad: I would to heav'n, I were! 
For then 'tis like, I ſhould. forget myſelf. 

Oh, if I could, what grief ſhould I forget! 
Preach ſome philoſophy to make me mad, 
And thou ſhall be canoniz'd Cardinal, 

For being not mad, but ſenſible of grief, 
My reaſonable part produces reaſon 

How I may be deliver'd of theſe woes, FR 
And teaches me to kill or hang myſelf. 

If I were mad, I ſhou'd forget my ſon, 

Or madly think, a babe of clouts were he: 

| am not mad; too well, too well I feel, 
The diff rent plague of each calamity, 


E 5 - A Mither"s 
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A Mathers Grief. 
Father Cardinal, I have heard you ſay, 
That we ſhall ſee and know our friends in heav'n; 
If that be, I ſhall ſee my boy again. 
For fince the birth of Cain, the firſt male-child, 
To him that did but yeſterday fufpire, 
There was not ſuch a gracious creature born. 
But now will canker ſorrow eat my bud, | 
And chaſe the native beauty from his cheek ; 
And he will look as hollow as a ghoſt; 
As dim and meagre as an ague's fit; 
And ſo he'll die; and rifing ſo again, 
When I ſhall meet him in the court of heav'n, 
I ſhall not know him ; therefore, never, never 
Muſt I behold my pretty Arthur more. 
Pand. You hold too heinous a reſpect of grief. 
Conft. He talks to me, that never had a ſon.— 
K. Phil. You are as fond of grief, as of your child; 
Canſt. Grief fills the room up of my abſent child; 
Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me; 
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words, 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts ; 
Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form ; 
Then have [ reaſon to be fond of * obo 


Scene VII. Deſpondency. 


There's nothing in this world can make me joy; 
(7) Life is as tedious as a twice told tale, 
V exing the dull ear of a 2 man. 


(7) Life, &c.] So in another ant of the play he ſays, 


This act is as an ancient tale new told, 
And in the laſt repeating troubleſome. 


1 bring this paſſage chiefly that the reader may more carefully 
dwell on the inimitable beauties of that in the text, 


Departing 


ly 
g 
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Departing Diſeaſes. 
Before the curing of a ſtrong diſeaſe, ; 
Ev'n in the inſtant of repair and health, 


The fit is ſtrongeſt: evils that take leave, 451 
On their departure, moſt of all ſhew evil. 


Danger lays. bold of any. Support. 


He that ſtands upon a ſlipp'ry place, 
Makes nice of no Nn n him er. = 


ACK W. SCENE I. 


Arthur's patheticl foeecbes to Hubert. 
Methinks, nobody ſhould be fad but I ; © 
Yet I remember when I was in France, 
Young gentlemen would be as fad as night, 
Only for wantonneſs. By my Chriſtendom,” 
So were I out of priſon and kept ſheep, 
the day is. long, _ 
I ſhould be merry as y Jong, _ 


Sg #* # ** * * 


Have you the heart? when your head did but ake; 
Iknit my handkerchief about your brows; 


(The beſt I had, a princeſs wrought it me) 

And I did never aſk it you again; | 
And with my hand at midnight held your Livy ;. 
And, like the watchful minutes to the hour, 

Still and anon chear'd up the heavy time; 
Saying, What lack you, and where lies your grief ? 
Or what good love may I perform for you? 
Many a poor man's ſon would have lain ſtill, 

And ne'er have ſpoke. a loving word to you; 
But you at your fick ſervice had a prince. 

Nay, you may think, my love was crafty love, 
And call it cunning. Do, an if you will: 

If heav'n be pleas'd that you muſt uſe me ill, 


Why 
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Why then you muſt—— Will you put out mine eyes 
Thz eyes that never did, nor never ſhall, 
So much as frown on you. 
» * @'@ © © @, h. 6 # $ 
Alas, what need you be ſo boiſt'rous rough? 
I will not ſtruggle, I will ſtand ſton e: ſtill. 
For heav'n's fake, Hubert, let me not be bound, 
Nay hear me, Hubert, drive theſe men away, 
And I will fit as quiet as a lamb. 
J will not ſtir, nor wince, nor ſpeak a word, 
Nor look upon the iron angrily : 
Thruft but theſe men away, and I'll forgive you, 
Whatever torment you do put me to; 
Is there no remedy ? — 
Hub. None but to loſe your eyes. 
Art. O heav'n ! that there were but a moth in yours, 
A grain, a duſt, a gnat, a wand'ring hair, 
Any anoyance in that precious ſenſe : 
Then, feeling what ſmall things are boiſt'rous there, 
Your vile intent muſt needs ſeem horrible. 


Scene Il. To add to Perfection, 4 ern 


and ſuſpicious, 
To gild refined gold, to paint the lilly, 


To throw a perfume on the violet, 

T'o ſmooth the ice, or add another hue 

Unto the rainbow, or with taper light 

To ſeek the beauteous eye of heav'n to garniſhy 


Is waſteful, and ridiculous exceſs. 
„ % * „ „ +/+ „ „ „ + 


In this the antique and well. noted face 
Of plain old formiis much disfigured: 
And, like a ſhifted wind unto a ſail, 
It makes the courſe of thoughts to fetch about 
Start es, and frights conſideration; 


Makes 


FAMA 
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Makes ſound opinion fick, and truth ſuſpected, 
For putting on fo new a faſhion'd robe. 


Murderers Look, 


This is the man, ſhou'd do the bloody deed 3 
The 1 image of a wicked heinous fault 
Lives in his eye: that cloſe aſpe of his 
Does ſhew the mood of a much-troubled breaſt. 


Struggling Conſcience. 
The colour of the king doth come and go; 
etw een his purpoſe and his conſcience, 


Like heralds 'twixt two dreadful battles ſent; 


His paſſion is ſo ripe, it needs muſt break. 


Scene IV. News-Tellers, on the Death of Arthur, 


Old men and beldams, in the ſtreets, 
Do prophecy upon it dangeroully : 
Young Arthur's death is common in their mouths; 
And, when they talk of him, they ſhake their heads, 
And whiſper one-another in the ear. 
And he that ſpeaks doth gripe the hearer's wriſt, 
Whilſt he that hears makes fearful action; 
With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes, 
I ſaw a ſmith ſtand with his hammer, thus, 
The whilſt his iron did on the anvil cool, 
With open mouth, ſwallowing a taylor's news, 
Who, with his ſhears and meaſure in his hand, 
Standing on ſlippers, which his nimble haſte 
Had falſely thruſt upon contrary feet, 
Told of a many thouſand warlike French, 
That were embatteled and rank'd in Kent. 
Another lean, unwaſh'd artificer 


Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur's death. 
Kings 
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Kings evil Purpoſes too ſervily and haſtily executed, 


(3) It is the curſe of kings, to be attended 
By ſlaves that take their humours for a warrant, 
To break into the bloody houſe of life : 
And, on the winking of authority, 
To underſtand a Law, to know a meaning 
Of dang'rous majeſty, when, perchance, it frowns 
More upon humour, than advis'd reſpect. 


AJ Villain's Look, and wicked Teal. 


How oft the ſight of means to do ill deeds, 


Makes deeds ill done? For hadſt not thou been by, 
A fellow by the hand of nature mark d, 

Quoted, and ſign'd to do a deed of ſhame, 

This murther had not come into my mind. 

Hadſt thou but ſhook thy head, or made a pauſe, 
When I ſpake darkly what I purpoſed.;. 

Or turn'd an eye of doubt upon my face, 


(8) E in, Ke. ] $0 the king, in & King and no King, obſerver, 


If there were no ſuch inſtruments as thou; 
We kings could never act ſuch wicked deeds : 
Seek. out a man that mocks divinity,. 

That breaks each precept both of God and man, 
And nature's too, and does it without Juſt, 
Meerly becauſe it is a law, and good, 

And live with him; for him thou can'ſt not ſpoil. 


And a little before, he ſpeaks of Beſſus, as the moſt horrid object, 
after conſenting to his wicked propoſal, 


But thou appear'ſt to me after thy grant; 

The uglieſt, loathed, deteſtable thing, 

That I have met with: thou haſt eyes 

Like flames of ſulphur, which methinks do dart 

Infection on me; and thou haſt-a-mouth . 

Enough to take me in, where there does ſtand 

Four rows of iron teeth, -- -- Act 3. the end. 


Or 
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Or bid me tell my tale in expreſs words; 
Deep ſhame had ftruck me dumb, made me break off, 
And 1 thy fears might have wrought fears in me. 


Scent VI. HYPOCRISY. 


Truſt not thoſe cunning waters of his eyes, 
For villainy is not without ſuch rheum ; 
And he long traded in it, makes it ſeem 
Like rivers of remorſe and innocence, 


Scene VII. g 


(9) If thou didſt but conſent. 
To this moſt cruel act, do but deſpair, 
And if thou want'ſ a cord, the ſmalleſt thread; 
That ever ſpider twiſted from her womb, 
Will ſtrangle thee : a.ruſh will be a beam 
To hang thee on: or would'ſt thou drown thy ſelf, 
Put but a little water in a ſpoon, 
And it ſhall be as all the ocean, 
Enough to ſtifle ſuch a villain up. 


ACT v. SCENE IL 
A Man's Tears. 


Let me wipe off this honourable dew,. 
That filverly doth progreſs on thy cheeks. 
My heart hath melted at a lady's tears, 
Being an ordinary inundation: 
But this effuſion of ſuch manly drops, | 
This ſhow'r, blown up by tempeſt of the foul, 
Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz'd, 


(g) It in, c.] So in the Winter's Tale, Paulina tells the king 
his erime is fo great, it can never be forgiven, and nothing re- 
mains for him but to deſpair, See Vol. 1. p. 140. 

Than 
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Than had I ſeen the vaulty top of heav'n, 
Figur'd-quite o'er with burning meteors. 

Lift up thy brow, renowned Saliſbury, 

And, with a great heart, heave away this ſtorm, 
Comment theſe waters to thoſe baby- eyes, 
That never ſaw the giant-world enrag'd ; 

Nor met with fortune, other than at fealts, 

Full warm of blood, of mirth, of goffiping. 


Scent IV. DRUMS. 


Strike up the drums, and let the tongue of war 

lead for — D.S. | 
N but ſtart 

An echo with the clamour of thy drum, 

And even at hand a drum is ready brac d. 

That ſhall reyerb'rate all as loud as thine; 

Sound but another, and another ſhall, 

As loud as thine, rattle the welkin's car, 

And mock the deep- mouth d thunder. 


Scent IX. The Approath if Datel 


It is too late, the life of all his blood 
Is touch'd corruptibly ; and his pure brain, 
(Which, ſome ſuppoſe, the ſoul's frail dwelling houſe, 
Doth, by the idle comments that it makes; 
| Foretel the ending of mortality. 


Madneſs, occafion'd by Paiſan. 


(10) Ay, marry, now my ſoul hath elbow-room, 
It would not out at windows, nor at doors. 


— 
— a _ as MDA "a en 


There 


(10) Ay, marry, &c.] In the FValentim an of Beaumont and 
Fletcher, the emperor is us on the ſtage, poiſoned, ---= There 
he calls out for 


Drink 


T 


e 
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There is ſo hot a ſummer in my boſom, 
That all my bowels crumble up to duſt : 
am a ſcribbled form, drawn with a pen 
Upon a parchment, and againſt this fire 
Do I ſhrink up. 


Poiſon'd, ill fare! dead, forſook, caſt off; 
| And 


Drink, drink, drink, colder, colder 

Than ſnow on Scythian mountains: oh my heart-ſtrings 3 

Danubius | | 

III have brought through my body: 

And Volga, on whoſe face the North-wind freezes, 

I am an hundred hells, an hundred piles | 

Already to my funeral are flaming, | 

Shall I not drink ? 

Like Nero, 

But far more terrible and full of flanghter, 

I th* midſt of all my fire, I'Il fire the empire: 

A thouſand fans, a thonfand fans to cool me : 

Invite the gentle winds, Eudoxia, 

More drink, 

A thouſand April ſhowers fall in my boſom ; 

How dare ye let me be tormented thus? &c; | 
See AR. 5. 8. 2. 


But, in another play of theirs- -A wife for a month, is a poiſon- 
ing ſcene, which better deſerves to be compar'd with this of our 
author, and which Mr, \eward obſerves, every reader of 
taſte will acknowledge ſuperior to it. Alphonſo, long a prey to 
melancholy, is poiſon'd with a hot, brenning potion, and in the 
midſt of his tortures, raves thus, 


Give me more air, more air, air + blow, blow, blow, 
Open thou eaſtern gate, and blow upon me: 

Diſtill thy cold dews, O thou icy moon, 

And rivers run through my afflicted ſpirit. 

I am all fire, fire, fire: the raging dog · ſtar 

Reigns in my bloood : oh which way ſhall I turn me? | 
Etna, and all her flames, burn in my head; | 
Fling me into the ocean or I periſh : 
Dig, dig, dig, dig, until the ſprings fly up ; 

The cold, cold ſprings, that I may leap into them, 

And bathe my ſcorch'd limbs in their purling pleaſures, 
Or ſhoot me into the higher region, 

Where treaſures of delicious ſnow are nouriſh'd, 

And banquets of ſweet hail, 


Reg 
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And none of you will bid the winter come 
To thruſt his icy fingers in my maw; 


Nor let my kingdom's rivers take their courſe 


Through my burn'd boſom : nor intreat the north 


To make his bleak winds kiſs my parched lips, 


And comfort me with cold. 


Rug. Hold him faſt, fryar, 
Oh how he burns 


Ab. What will ye ſacrifice me? 
Upon the altar lay my willing body, 


And pile your wood up, fling your holy incenſe: 


And as I turn me, you ſhall ſee all flame, 


Conſuming flame: ſtand off me, or you're aſhes, 


Mart. To bed, good fir, 


Alpb. My bed will burn about me: 
Like Phgeton in all-conſuming flaſhes 


Am I inclos'd : let me fly, let me fly, give room 
*T wixt the cold bears, far from the raging lion, 


Lies my ſafe way: O for a cake of ice now 
To clap unto my heart to comfort me. 
Decrepid winter hang upon = ſhoulders, 

And let me wear thy frozen ificles, 

Like jewels round about my head to cool me. 
My eyes burn out and fink into their ſockets, 
And my infected brain like brimſtone boils: 
I live in hell, and ſeveral furies vex me. 


£ O carry me, where never ſun e er ſhew'd yet | 


A face of comfort, where the earth is cryſtal, 
Never to be diſſolv' d, where nought inhabits 


But night and cold,. and nipping froſts and winds, 


That cut the ſtubborn rocks and make them ſhiver : 


Set me there, friends ——— 
The line 


Tvirt the cold bears, far from the raging lion, 


was read, (before corrected by Mr. Seward) 
|  Betwixt the cold bear and the raging lion. 


Scexs 


”#% 
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SceNE X. England, invincible, if unanimous, 
England never did, nor ever ſhall 

Lye at the proud foot of a conqueror, 

But when it firſt did help to wound itſelf. 

Now theſe her princes are come home again, 

Come the three corners of the world in arms ; 

Andwe ſhall ſhock them. —Nought ſhall make us rus, 

if England to itſelf do reſt but true. 


FE 
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Julius Cæſar. 
2120 | aber ad 9 
Sake lt, $4 CE NEML 
PATRIOTISM. __ 
(1) HAT is it, that you would impart to me? 
If it be aught towards the general good, 
Set honour in one eye, and death i' th' other, 
And I will look on both indifferently : 


For let the gods ſo ſpeed me, as I love 
The name of honour, more than I fear death. 


3s A. IJ _ " 9 
Caſſius, in Contempt of Car. 
. hs V4 LEY 1 I = 5 
I was born free as Cæfar, ſo were NG. 

We both have fe a well ; and e can Both 
(1) bat, &6:] , Hot Areeable w hiv foie character, doe! 
Shakeſpear male Brutus: ſpeak here Crcerd'@ Fin. iii. 16. Quid 
enim illi AATAGSOPON' dicunt, 214 mbn td occurrit, ut indifferens 
dicerem, One of the great d ons of: things among the ſtoics wa 
into good, bad, indifferent : vixtue, and whatever partook of virtue, 
was good: vice, had: but partook of neither virtue, nor 
vice, being not in our power, was indifferent: ſuch as honour, 
wealth, death, &c. But of theſe indifferent things, ſome might 
be eſteemed more than others; as here Brutus ſays, I love the name 
of honour, more than I fear death. See Cicero de Fin. iii. 15. 16. 


The ftoics never deſtroyed choice among indifferent things. 
This being premiſed, let us ſee Brutus s ſpeech. “ If it be aught 


* he) towards the general good, (go; To oAov ν , 719 79 


% I am a part of that whole, a citizen of that city: my 
principles lead me to purſue it : this is my end, my good : what- 


ever comes in competition with the general good, will weigh no- 


thing : death and honour are to me things of an indifferent nature: 
but however I freely acknowledge, that of theſe indifferent thing, 
honour has my greateſt eſteem, my choice and love: the very 
name of honour I love, more than 1 fear death.“ Upton i 
Obſervations on Shakeſpear, p. 314. 


Endure 


F r 


Ke 2A mc 


me? 
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Endure the winter's cold, as well as he. 

2) For once upon a raw and guſty day, 

The troubled Tyber chafing with his ſhores, 

Czſar ſays to me, . dar'ſt thou, Caſſius, now 
Leap in with me into this angry flood, 

And ſwim to yonder point?“ Upon the word, 
Accoutred as I was, I plunged in, 

And bid him follow ; ſo, indeed, hedid. 

The torrent roar'd, and we did buffet it 

With luſty ſinews; throwing it aſide, 

And ſtemming it with hearts of controverſy. 

But ere we could arrive the point propos'd, 

Cæſar cry'd, © help me, Caſſius, or I ſink.“ 

I as. Eneas, our great anceſtor, 

Did trom the flames of Troy upon his ſhoulder 
The old Anchiſes bear, ſo, from the waves of Ty 
Did I the tired Cæſar: and this man "EN 


(2) For once, e.] It is too well known that ſwimming was a 


uſual exerciſe with the hardy and noble Romans, to inſiſt upon it 
here: Herace makes it a mark of effeminacy to negle& it: and 


complains to Lydia, that ſhe had enervated Sybaris, by making 


him afraid even ts touch the yellow Tyber 1. flream- - 
Cur timet flavum Tyberim tangere See ode 8. I. 1. 


Julius Ceſar was remarkable for his excellence in ſwimming : 


Beaumont and Fletcher, in their Falſe one, thus nobly deſcribe'one 
of the moſt illuſtrious incidents of his life L 


But got near the ſea, 
In which his navy anchor'd, in one hand 
Holding a ſcroll he had, above the waves, 
And in the other graſping faſt his ſword, 
As it had been a trident forg'd by Vulcan 
To calm the raging ocean; he made away 
As if he had been Neptune : his friends, like 
So many Triton follow'd : their bold ſhouts + 
Yielding a chearful muſick; we ſhower'd darts 
Upon em, but in vain: they reach'd their ſhips, 
And in their ſafety we are ſunk : for Cæſar 
Prepares for war. | See the latter end of Act 5. 


The reader is deſired to refer to the 109th page of the 1 volume, 
| Is 
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Is now become a god; and Caſſius is 

A wretched creature, and muſt bend his body, 

If Cæſar careleſly but nod on him. | 

He had a fever when he was in Spain, 

And when the fit was on him, I did mark 

How he did ſhake : *tis true, this god did ſhake ; 

His coward lips did from their colour fly, 

And that ſame eye, . whoſe bend doth awe the world, 

Did loſe its luſtre ;. I did hear him groan: _ 

Aye, and that tongue of his, that badthe Romans 

Mark him, and write his ſpeeches in their books, 

Alas! it cry'd—* give me ſome drink, Titinius— 

As a ſick girl. Ye gods, it doth amaze me, 

A man of ſuch a feeble temper ſhould 

(3) So get the ſtart of the majeſtic word, 

And bear the palm alone. [Shout. flourifo 
Bru. Another general ſhout! ne 

I do believe that theſe applauſes are 

For ſome new honours that are heap'd on Cæſar. 

Caf. Why, man, he doth beſtride the narrow world 
Like a Coloſſus; and we petty men Wy. 
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about I« 

To find ourſelves diſhonourable graves, * +. _ 


(3) So get, &c.] Mr, Warburton tells us © the image is extremely 
noble: it is taken from the Olympic games. Though that does 
not appear ſo certain or neceſſary, fince the alluſion to any publick As 
games will do full as well; yet what he ſays afterwards is mort to Gel 
the purpoſe : ©* The majeſtic world is. a fine periphraſis for the Ro- 
man empire : their citizens ſet themſelves on a footing with kings, As 
and they called their dominion, Orbis Romamu. But the particu- 
lar alluſion ſeems to be to the known ſtory of Ceſar's great pattern, ( 
A'exander, who, being aſked whether he would run the courſe at the is nd 
Olympic games, replied, ** yes, if the racers were kings. For this that 
alluſion alſo, there does not ſeem the leaſt hint in the paſſage ; rather Wave 
the contrary: Caſſius wonders how ſuch a feeble man ihould ſo get Wire 
the ſtart cf all the Romans, 'the majeſtic world, as to bear the palm What 
alone? How he, feebler than the reſt, ſhould in the courſe out- 
Krip em all, and carry off the prize ? 

Men 


W 
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Men at ſome times are maſters of their fates : 


The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our ſtars 

But in our ſelves, that we are underlings. 

Brutus and Cæſar! what ſhould be in that Cæſar? 
Why ſhould that name be ſounded more than yours? 
Write them together ; yours is as fair a name: 

Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well ; 
Weigh them, it is as heavy; conjure with 'em, 
Brutus will ſtart a ſpirit, as ſoon as Cæſar. 

Now in the names of all the gods at once, 

Upon what meat doth this our Cæſar feed, 
That he is grown ſo great? Age, thou art ſham'd; 
Rome, thou haſt loſt the breed of noble bloods. wo 
When went there by an age, ſince the great flood, 
But it was fam'd with more than with one man ? 
When could they ſay, till now, that talk'd of Rome, 
That her wide walls encompaſs d but one man? 


ScEnNs IV. Cafar's Diſſite Caſſius. 


Would he were fatter; but I fear him not: 
Vet if my name were liable to fear, 
I do not know the man I ſhould avoid, 
So ſoon as that ſpare Caſſius. He reads much; 
He is a great obſerver ; and he looks 
Quite through the deeds of men. He loves no plays, 
As thou doſt, Antony; (4) he hears no muſick ; 
deldom he ſmiles ; and ſmiles in ſuch a ſort, 
As if he mock'd himſelf, and ſcorn'd his ſpirit, 


| (4) He bears, c.] Mr. Theobald obſerves well here: „This 


18 not a trivial obſervation, nor does our poet mean barely by it, 
that Caſſius was not a merry, ſprightly man, but that he had not a 
due temperament of harmony in his compoſition : and that, there- 
lore, natures, ſo uncorrected, are dangerous.” He hath finely 
Mated on this ſentiment, in his Merchant of Venice. 


The man that hath no muſick, &c, See vol. i p. 71. 
; That 
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That could be mov'd to ſmile at any thing. 


Such men as he be never at heart's eaſe, 
Whilſt they behold a greater than themſelves ; 
And therefore are they very dangerous. 

] rather tell thee what is to be fear'd, 

Than what I fear; for always I am Cæſar. 


ScENE VII. Spirit of Liberty. 
I know, where I will wear this dagger then: 
Caſſius from bondage will deliver Caſſius. | 

| Therein, ye gods, you make the weak moſt ſtrong ; 
| Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat : 
Nor ſtony tower, nor walls of beaten braſs, 
Nor airleſs dungeon, nor ſtrong links of iron, 
Can be retentive to the ſtrength of ſpirit : 
But life, being weary of theſe worldly bars, 
Never lacks power to diſmiſs itſelf. 
If I know this; know all the world beſides, 
That part of tyranny, that I do bear, 
I can ſhake off at pleaſure. 


ACT H. SGENE I. 
Ambition, cover'd with ſpecicus Humility, 
But tis a common proof, 
That lowlineſs is young ambition's ladder, 
Whereto the climber upward turns his ſace; 
But when he once attains the upmoſt round, 
He then unto the ladder turns his back, 


Looks in the cloud, ſcorning the baſe degrees 
By which he did aſcend. 


Conſpiracy 


racy 


Jorius CSA. 


* . 


Conſpiracy, dreadful till executed. 


(5) Between the acting of a. dreadful. thing, 
And the firſt motion, all the interim is 
Like a phantaſma, or a hideous dream: 

The genius, and the mortal inſtruments 

Are then in council; and the ſtate of man, 
Like to a little kingdom, ſuffers then 
The nature of an inſartection. 


4 


Conſpiracy 


(5) Between, & ] Mr, Addiſon has paraphraſed this inimita- 
ble paſſage, in his Cato, which always ſerves to remind me of that 
excellent diſtinction, made by Mr. Guthrie, in his Eſſay en Trage- 
dy, betwixt a poet and a genius: See p. 18, &c. and p. 237. vol. 1. 


O think, what anxious moments paſs between 

The birth of plots, and their laſt fatal periods. 

Oh tis a dreadful interval of time, 

Fill'd up with horror all, and big with death. Caro 


Either Mr. Theobald, or Mr. Warburton (which who can pronounee, 
ſnce the one prints the. ſame words in his preface, which the other 
uſes as his own in his notes? See Theobald's preface vol, 1. p. 25, 
and Warburton on the paſſage) either the one or the other of them, 
have obſerved, ©* that nice critic, Dionyfius, of Halicarnaſſus, con- 
fefſes, that he could not find thoſe great ſtrokes, which he calls the 
terrible graces, any where ſo frequent as in Homer, I believe the 
ſucceſs would be the ſame, likewiſe, if we ſought for them in any 
other of our authors befides our Britiſb Hemer, Shakeſpear. This 
deſcription of the condition of conſpirators has a pomp and terror 
in it, that perfectly aſtoniſhes; our excellent Mr. Addiſon, whoſe 
modeſty made him ſometimes diffident in his own genius, but 
whoſe exquiſite judgment always led him to the ſafeſt guides, has 
paraphraſed this fine deſcription: but we are no longer to expect thoſe 
terrible graces, which he could not hinder from evaporating in the 
transfuſion, We may obſerve two things on his imitation;: firſt, 
that the ſubjects of theſe two conſpiracies being ſo very different, 
the fortune of Ceſar and the Reman empire being concern'd in the 
firſt, and that of only a few auxiliary troops in the other) Mr. 
Addiſon could not with that propriety bring in that magnificent Ar- 
cumſtance, Which gives the terrible grace to Shakeſpear's de- 


ſeription: 


The genius and the mortal inſtruments 
Are then ig council. 


7 Vor. II. F ; 855 For 


—— 


— — <4 * 
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CONSPIRACY. 

- Oc conſpiracy! | | 
Sham'f thou to ſhew thy dang'rous brow by night, 
When evils are moſt free? O then, by day 
Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough, 
To maſk thy monſtrous viſage ? Seek none, conſpiracy; 
Hide it in {mules and affability : | 
For if thou (6) path, thy native ſemblance on, 
Not Erebus itſelf were dim enough 


To hide thee from prevention. 


Againſt Cruelty, 


SGentle friends, 
Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathſully; 


For kingdoms, in the poetical theology beſides their goad, have the! 
evilgenius's likewiſe, repreſented here with the moſt daring ſtretch d 
fancy, as fitting in council with the conſpirators, whom he calls the 
mortal inſraments. But this would have been too great an apparatus w 
the rape and deſertion of Sypbaxand Sempronia:, Secondly, the other 
thing very obſerveable is, that Mr. Addiſen was fo warm'd and if 
fected with the fire of Shakeſpear's deſcription, chat inſtead of copy- 
ing his author's ſentiments, he has, before he was aware, given 
us only the image of his own expreflions, on the reading his great 
"original, For | | 
Oh, tis a dreadful interval of time 5 
Fill'd up with horror all, and big with death. 
Are but the affections rais'd by ſuch forcible images as theſe, 
All the interim is | abs ts 
Like a phantaſma, or a hideous dream. 
 - "The ſtate of man, 
Like to a little kingdom, ſuffers then 
The nature of an infurreCtion. 
Comparing the mind of a conſpirator to an anarchy, is juſt and 
beautiful: but the interim to a hideous dream, has ſomething in it 


| fo wonderfully natural, and lays the human ſoul ſo open, that ons 


cannot but be ſurpris d, that any poet, who had not himſelf beet 
ſome time or other engaged in a conſpiracy, cou:d ever have gie 
ſuch force of colouring to truth and nature. 


(6) Path, I i.e. walk; he makes à verb of the ſubſtantirt 


which is very common with him. Not 
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Let's carve him as a diſh fit for the gods, 

Not hew him as a carcaſs fit for hounds, 

And let our hearts, as ſubtle maſters do, 

Stir up their ſervants to an act of rage 
And after ſeem to chide them. 


99 


, 


Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of flumber: 
Thou haſt no figures nor no fantaſtes, | 
Which buſy care draws in the brains hah men 3 
Therefore thou fleep'ſt fo ſound. ages £93: 


Scexns III Portia's Speech to Brutus. 


1 You've ungently, Brutus, 
Stole from my bed : and yelternight at ſupper, 
You ſuddenly aroſe and walk'd about, 
Muſing and fighing, with your arms a-croſs : 
And, when I aſk'd you what the matter was, 
You ſtar'd upon me with ungentle looks. 
I urg'd you further; then you ſcratch'd your head, 
And too impatiently ſtamp'd with your foot: 
Yet I inſiſted, yet you anſwer'd not; N 
But with an angry wafture with your hand, 
Gave fign for me to leave you: ſo I did, 
Fearing to ſtrengthen that impatience, 
Which ſeem'd too much inkindled; and, withal, 
Hoping it was but an effect of humour, 
Which ſometimes hath his hour with every man. 
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor ſleep ; 


* See p. 17 of this volume, and the 110th page of vol, 1. 
75 Fee the 5th page of this veme. 
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CONSPIRACY. 

O cconſpiracy! | 
Sham'f thou to ſhew thy dang'rous brow by night, 
When evils are moſt free? O then, by day ; 
Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough, 
To maſk thy monſtrous viſage ? Seek none, conſpiracy; 
Hide it in {miles and affability : | 
For if thou (6) path, thy native ſemblance on, 
Not Erebus itſelf were dim enough 
To hide thee from prevention. 


Again/t Cruelty, 
SGentle friends, 
Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfully ; 


For kingdoms, in the poetical theology beſides their good, have the! 
evilgenius's likewiſe, repreſented here with the moſt daring ſtretch df 
fancy, as fitting in council with the conſpirators, whom he calls the 
mortal inſlruments, But this would have been too great an apparatus to 
the rape and deſertion of Sypbaxand Sempronia:, Secondly, the other 
thing very obſerveable is, that Mr. Addiſen was fo warm' d and if- 
fected with the fire of .Sbakeſpear's deſcription, chat inſtead of copy- 
ing his author's ſentiments, he has, before he was aware, given 
us only the image of his own e ons, on the reading his great 
"original, For | 
Oh, tis a dreadful interval of time * 
Fill'd up with horror all, and big with death. 
Are but the affections rais'd by ſuch forcible images as theſe, 
All the interim is ; | 
Like a phantaſma, or a hideous dream. 
I The ſtate of man, 
- Like to a little kingdom, ſuffers then 
The nature of an inſurrection. | 
Comparing the mind of a conſpirator to an anarchy, is juſt aut 
beautiful: but the interim to a hideous dream, has ſomething in it 
fo wonderfully natural, and lays the human ſoul ſo open, that one 
cannot but be ſurpriz d, that any poet, who had not himſelf bees 
ſome time or other engaged in a conſ piracy, cou.d ever have given 
ſuch force of colouring to truth and nature. | | 
(6) Path,] i. e. walk; he makes à verb of the ſubſtanti e, 
which is very common with him. Net 
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Let's carve him as a diſh fit for the gods, 
Not hew him as a carcaſs ſit for hounds, 
And let our hearts, as ſubtle maſters do, + 
Stir up their ſervants to an act of tage. 
And after ſeem to chide them. 


99 


Enjoy the honey- heavy dew of llumber: 
Thou haſt no figures nor no fantaſſes, | 


Which buſy care draws in the brains of mens 
Therefore thou fleep'ſt fo ſound. 


18 


SCEN E HI Portia's Speech to Brutus, 


| 1 You've ungently, Brutus, 
Stole from my bed: and yeſternight at ſupper, 
You ſuddenly aroſe and walk'd about, 
Muſing and ſighing, with your arms a-croſs : 
And, when I aſk'd you what the matter was, 
You ſtar'd upon me with ungentle looks. 
I urg'd you further; then you ſcratch'd your head, 
And too impatiently ſtamp'd with your foot: 
Yet I inſiſted, yet you anſwer'd not; BILE | 
But with an angry wafture with your hand, 
Gave fign for me to leave you: ſo I did, 
Fearing to ſtrengthen that impatience, .. 
Which ſeem'd too much inkindled ; and, withal, 
Hoping it was but an effect of humour, 
Which ſometimes hath his, hour with every man; 
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor fleep ; 


* See p. 17 of this volume, andthe 120th page of vol, J 4 
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And could it work ſo much upon your ſhape, 
As it hath much prevail'd on your condition, 
I ſhould not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord, 
Make me acquainted with your cauſe of grief. 


SCENE IV. Calphurnia to Cæſar, on the Prodi. 
gies ſeen the Night before his Death. 


Cæſar, I never ſtood on “ ceremonies, 
Yet now they fright me : there is one within, 
(Beſides the things that we have heard and ſeen) 
| Recounts moſt horrid ſights ſeen by the watch. 
A lioneſs hath whelped in the ftreets, 
And graves have yawn'd, and yielded up their dead. 
Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds, 
In ranks and ſquadrons, and right form of war, 
Which drizzled: blood upon the capitol : 
The noiſe of battle hurtled in the air; 
Horſes did neigh; and dying men did groan ; 
And ghoſts did ſhriek, and ſqueal about the ſtreets. 
O Czſar ! theſe things are beyond all uſe, 
And I do fear them. 
Caſ. What can be avoided, 
Whoſe end is purpos'd by the-mighty gods? 
Yet Cæſar ſhall go forth: for theſe predictions 
Are to the world in general, as to Cæſar. 
Cal. When beggars die, there are no comets ſeen ; 
The heav'ns Senne blaze forth the death of princess 


eig the Fear of Death 


Cowards die many times before their deaths; 
The valiant never taſte of death but once: 
. The Weder wil be agreeably entertained, if he turns to tit 


beginning of Hamlet, where he will find an account of theſe Pro. 
6 er from our author, Virgil, and Ovid. 


en of 
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Of all the wonders that I yet have heard, | 
It ſeems to me moſt ſtrange, that men ſhould fear: 
(7) Seeing that death, a neceſſary end, 

Will come, when it will come, 


DANGER. 


Danger Knows full well, 
That Cæſar is more dangerous than he. 
8) We are two lions litter'd in one day, 
And I the elder and more terrible, 


ScExE VII. E NV. 


(9) My heart laments, that virtue cannot live 
Out of the teeth of emulation. | | 


ACT II SCENE IV. 
REVENGE. 
- (10) Cæſar's ſpirit, ranging for revenge, 
With Ate by his ſide, come hot from-hell, 77 
| Shall 
(7) Seeing, &c.] es V0 [ | 
The term of life is limited, | 
Ne may a man prolong nor ſhorten it. 
The ſoldier may not move from watchful ſted, 
Nor leave his ſtand, until his captaine bed. Spenſer. 
(S) We are, &c.] The old folios read Wee beare, which Mr. 
Theobald, ingeniouſly enough, altered to we were; and Mr. Upten to 
we are, which is not only nearer the traces of the letters, but 
more agreeable to the ſenſe of the paſſage: for Ceſar ſpeaks all 
thro” in the * tenſe : Danger knows, that Ceſar is more dan- 
gerous than he: we are two lions, twins, litter'd in one day, and 
1 am the elder and more terrible. | 


(9) See p. 70. foregoing, and n 14, | 
(10) Cæſar's, &c.) Mr. Seward obſerves, that in thoſe terrible 
graces ſpoken of juſt now (note 5.) no followers of Shakeſpear ap- 
7 ſo near him as Beaument and Fletcher ; of which he adds 
Lines here quoted as a ſtrong proof : 
F 
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Shall in theſe confines, with a monarch's voice, 
Cry havock, and let ſlip the dogs of war. 


8 c EN E. V. Brutus's Speech to the People, 


If there be any in this aſſembly, any dear friend of 
Cæſar's, to him I ſay, that Brutus's love to Cæſar was 
no leſs than his, If then that friend demand, why 
Brutus roſe againſt Cæſar, this is my anſwer ;. not that 
I lov'd Cæſar leſs, but that I lov'd Rome more. Had 
you rather Cæſar were living, and dye all ſlaves 
than that Cæſar were dead, to live all free- men? As 
Cæſar lov'd me, I weep for; bim; as he was fortu- 
nate, I rejoice at it; as he was valiant, I honour him ; 
but as he was ambitious, I flew him. There are tears 
for his love, joy for his fortune, honour for his valour, 
and death for his ambition. Who's here ſo baſe, that 
would be a bond-man ? If any, ſpeak ; for him have 
I offended. Who is here ſo rude, that would not be 
a Roman ? If any, ſpeak ; for him have I offended. 
Who. is here ſo vile, that will not love his country! 
If any, ſpeak ; for him have [ offended, —— 


Fix not your Empire 
Upon the tomb of him, wil ſhake all Egypt : - 
W hoſe warlike groans will raiſe ten thouſand ſpirits, 
Great as himſelf, in every hand a thunder. 
Deſtructions tartng from their looks. 
T5 "The Falſe One, A. 8. S. 1. 


There is 8 very great and aſtoniſhing in the following 
paſſage from Ben Johnſon, tho' not very famous thay fuch daring 
flights. Catline fays to his ſoldiers, 
Methinks I ſee death, and the furies waiting 
What we will do, and all the heaven at leifure 
For the great ſpeRtacle, Draw then your ſwords, &c. 
; | Sce Cati line, Act 5. 


SCENE 
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Scens VI. Antony'r Funeral Oration. 


Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears; 
come to bury Cæſar, not to praiſe him. 
The evil, that men do, lives after them; 
The good is oſt interred with their bones; 
80 let it be with Cæſar! noble Brutus 
Hath told you Cæſar was ambitious; 
If it were ſo, it was a grievous fault; 
And grievouſly hath Czſar anſwer'd it. 
Here, under leave of Brutus, and the reſt, 
(For Brutus is an honourable man, 
So are they all, all honourable men) 
Come I to ſpeak in Cæſar's funeral. 
He was my friend, faithful and juſt to me 3 
But Brutus ſays, he was ambitious ; | 
And Brutus is an honourable man. 5 
He hath brought many captives home to Rome, 
Whoſe ranſoms did the general coffers fill ; , 
Did this in Cæſar ſeem ambitious ? 
When that the poor have cry'd, Cæſar hath wept ; 
Ambition ſhould be made of ſterner ſtuff, | 
Yet Brutus ſays, he was ambitious ; 
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
You all did ſee, that on the Lupercal, 
1 thrice preſented bim a kingly crown, 
þ Which he did thrice refuſe. Was this ambition A 
5 Vet Brutus ſays, he was ambitious, 
And, ſure, he is an honourable man. 5 
I ſpeak not to diſprove what Brutus ſpokez - 
But here I am to ſpeak what I do know. | | 
You all did love him once, not without cauſe: | 
What cauſe with-holds you then to mourn for him ? 
O judgment! thou art fled to brutiſh beaſts, 
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And men have loft their reaſon.— Bear with me, 
My heart is in the coffin there with Czlar, 

And I muſt pauſe till it come back to me. 

* le * * * * * 

But yeſterday. the word of Cæſar might 
Have ſtood againſt the world; now lies he there, 
And none ſo poor to do him reverence. 

O maſters! if I were diſpos'd to ſtit 
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 
I ſhould do Brutus wrong, and Caſſius wrong; 
Who, you all know, are honourable men. 
I will not do them wrong; I rather chuſe 
To wrong the dead, to wrong. myſelf and you. 
Than I will wrong ſuch honourable men. 
But here's a parchment with the ſeal of Cæſar; 
I found it in his cloſet, tis his will; | 
Let but the commons hear this teſtament, 
(Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read) 
And they would go and kiſs dead Cæſar's wounds, 
And dip their napkins in his ſacred blood; 
Yea, beg a hair of him for memory, 
And dying, mention it within their Wills, 
Bequeathing it as a rich legacy | 
Unto their iſſue. 
4 Pleb. We'll hear the will; read it, Mark Antony. 


MY. The will; the will; we will hear Cæſar's will. 
Ant. Have patience, gentle friends, I muſt not 
read it; | 
It is not meet you know bc lovd you; 
You are not wood, you are not ſtones, but men: 
And, being men, hearing the will of Cæſar, 
It will inflame you, it will make you mad. 
"Tis good. you know not, that you are his heirs; 


Foy 
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For if you mould what would come of! s 
4 Pleb. Read the will, we will hear it, Antony: 

* ſhall read us the will, Cæſar's will. 

Ant. Will you be patient ? will you ſtay a While? 
have Oer · hot myſelf, to tell you of it.) 
I fear, I wrong the honourable men, 
Whoſe daggers have ſtabb'd Cæſar. —1 do fear i it. 

4 Pleb. They were traitors—honourable men 

AD. The will! the teſtament 

Ant. You will compel me then to read the will * 
Then make a ring about the corps of Cæſar, 
And let me ſhew you him, that made the will. 
Shall I deſcend, and will you give me leave ? 

| All. Come down. | 
2. Pleb. Deſcend, 8 

| [ He comes down from the pulpit. 

Ant. If you have tears, prepare to ſhed them now. 
You all do know this mantle ; I remember, s 
The firſt time ever Cæſar put it on; 
Tas on a ſummer's evening in his tent, 
That day he overcame the Nervii 
Look! in this place, ran Caſſiusꝰ dagger through; 
See, what a rent the envious Caſca made.— _ 
Through this, the well-beloved Brutus ſtabb dz. 
And as he pluck'd his curſed ſteel away, 
Mark, how the blood of Cæſar follow d it! 
As ruſhing out of doors, to be reſolv d, ö 
f Brutus ſo unkindly knock d, or no; 
For Brutus, as you know, was Cæſar's ange. 
Judge, oh you Gods ! how dearly Cæſar lov'd him; 
This, this, was the unkindeſt cut of all; 
For, when the noble Cæſar ſaw him fab, | 
Ingratitude, more ſtrong than traitors arms, 
_ vanquiſh'd him; then burſt his mighty heart; 


FE 5 And, 
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And, in (11) this mantle muffling up his face, 
Even at the baſe of Pompey's ſtatue, | 
(Which all the while ran blood) great Cæſar fell. 
O what a fall was there, my countrymen ! 
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down: 
Whilſt bloody treaſon flonrifh'd over us. 
O now you weep ; and, I perceive, you feel 
The dint of pity ; theſe are gracious drops. 
Kind ſouls! what, weepyon, when you but behold 
Our Czfar's veſture wounded ? look you here 
Here is himſelf, marr'd, as you ſee, by traitors. 
1 Pleb. O piteous ſpectacle 
2 Pleb. We will be reveng'd ; revenge; about 
ſeek—burn—fire = kill—flay ! let not a traitor live. 
Aut. Good. friends, ſweet friends, let me not fr 
; you up 
To ſuch a ſudden flood of mutiny: 
They, that have done this deed, are honourable. 
What private griefs they have, alas! I know not, 
That made them do it: they are wiſe and honourable; 
And will, no doubt, with reaſons anſwer you. 
I come not, friends, to ſteal away your hearts; 
J am no orator, as Brutus is: 
But, as you know me all, a plain, blunt man, 
(12) That love my friend ; and that they know full 
well, 
That give me publick leave to ſpeak of him: 
For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth, 
Action or utt'rance, nor the power of ſpeech, 
(11) This] Upton vulg. bis. © The action and the 


emphaſis is highly improved by this eaſy change. The reader 
may ſee a ſevere comment on a note of Mr. Warburton's, con- 
cerning this mantle in the 14th page of the Preface to Upton's 
cbſervations on Shakeſpcar. 


12 See Vol. I. 177. n, 6, | 
( | P. 177 N 


e; 


the 
der 
on- 
s 


To 
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To ſtir mens blood; I only ſpeak right on. | 

| tell you that, which you yourſelves do know 3 

Shew you ſweet Cæſat's wounds, poor, poor dumb 
mouths! | | 

And bid them ſpeak for me, But were I Brutus, 

And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 

Would ruffle up your ſpirits, and put a tongue 

In every wound of Cæſar, that ſhould move 

The ſtones of Rome to riſe and mutiny. 


ACT IV. SCENEIL 
Ceremony inſincere. 


—— Ever note, Lucilius, 
When love begins to ficken and decay 
It uſeth an enforced ceremony: 
There are no tricks in plain and fimple faith x 
But hollow men, like horſes hot at hand, | 
Make gallant ſhew and promiſe of their mettle ; 
But when they ſhould endure the bloody ſpur, 
They fall their creſt, and, like deceitful ma 
Sink in the trial. | | 


ScENE II. Changes to the Hide f Brutus's 


Tent. 
Re-enter Brutus and Caſſius. 
Cay. (1 3) That you have wrong'd me doth APPEAT 


in this 


You have condemn'd and noted Lucius Pella, 


" 


(13) That, &c.] 1 ſhall not uſe any apology for quoting this 
celebrated ſcene entire; fince to have taken any particular paſſages 
from it, would have ſpoilt the beauty of the whole: Its excellence 


is ſo generally known, and ſo 5 y admired, that there remains = 


Uttle 
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For taking bribes here of the Sardians ;, 
Wherein, my letter (praying on his fide, 
Becauſe I knew the man) was lighted of. 
Bra. You wrong'd yourſelf to write in ſuch a caſe. 
Caſ. In ſuch a time as this, it is not meet 
That (14) ev'ry nice offence ſhould bear its com- 
| ment. 8 
Bru. Vet let me tell you, Caſſius, you yourſelf 
Are much condemn'd to have an itching palm; 
To ſell, and mart your offices for gold, 
To undeſer vers. e 


little to be ſaid concerning it: There is a famous ſcene of tlie 
like kind between Agamemmnen and Menelaus, in the, Iphigenia in 
Aulis of Euripides, which Mr. Dryden judges inferior to this ; 
the reader may ſee what he ſays upon this head in his preface to 
Troilus and Creffida, in which he himſelf has introduced a fimilar, 
ſcene : Beaumont 42 charmed, I ſuppoſe, with the Ap- 
plauſe 6vr author met with for this ſcene, (which we find parti- 
culerly commended in ſome verſes prefix d to the. firſt falio im- 
preſſion of, his works, 

Or till I hear a ſcene more nobly take;. 

Than what thy half-ſword parlying Romans make) 


They, I fay, have endeavour'd to imitate him, but with their 
uſual fucceſs, in the Maid's Tragedy, where two virtuous per- 
ions, as here and in Euripides, rais'd by natural degrees to the 
extremity. of paſhon, are conducted to the declination of that 
paſſion, and conclude with the warm renewing of their friend 
ſhip.” See the Maid's Tragedy, Act 3. Mr. Gildon in his re- 
marks on Shakeſpear"s works, at the end of his poems, has tranſ- 
lated the quarreling ſcene-from Furipides, in which, if a good deal 
of the ſpirit has evaporated, the reader will yet in ſome meaſure 
be age vo, judge of its merits, See Shakeſpear's poems, Sexe! 3 
r 7 ROI TH 7 | 

( 3 vy nice, &c.] This may be well-underſtood and ex- 
plained by every fight. or trifling offence ; but 1 am to imagige 
© That every offence ſhou'd bear nice comment. 
It was fo eaſy far the word nice to have been removed from 
its proper place: lit comment is in the folio, which ſtiews there 
is ſomething wrong; and the metre by this reading is as perfect; 
_ nay more fo, than by the other, | | 


r 


Jurtus Casar, rog 
ca,. I an itching palm? m | 
You know that you. are Brutus, that ſpeak this ; 
Or, by the gods, this ſpeech were velſe your laſt. _ 
Bru. The name of Caſſius honours this corruption, 
And chaſtiſement doth therefore hide its head: 
Caf. Chaſtiſement /! 4 Tents | 
Bru. Remember March, the ides of March re- 
member. | D 4 
Did not great Julius bleed for juſtice ſake? 
What villain touch'd his body, that did ſtab, 
And not for juſtice? What! ſhall one of us, 
That ſtruck the foremoſt man of all this world, 


| But for ſupporting robbers ; ſhall we now _ : | 


Contaminate our fingers with baſe bribes? 
And ſell the mighty ſpace of our large honours 
For ſo much traſh, as may be graſped thus 
] had rather be a dog, and bay the moon, 

Than ſuch a Roman. 
Caf. Brutus, bay not me, | 

I'll not endure it; you forget yourſelf, 

To hedge me in; I am a ſoldier, I, 

Older in practice, abler than yourſelf- 

To make conditions. * 
Bra. Go to; you are not; (15) Caſſius. 


o 


(15) You are not, Caſfius.] See Mr. Warburton's note on the 
place; upon which Mr. Edzwards in his Canons of Criticiſm, p. gz. 
obſerves thus, If Mr. Warburton had not been giddy, with. 
his ideas of bravery, diſintereftedneſs, philoſophy, honour, 
and patriotiſm, which have nothing to do here, he would have 
ſeen, that Caſſius is the vocative caſe, not the nominatiye; and 
that Brutus does not mean to ſay, you are nu an able ſoldier ; but 
he ſays, you are not an abler tban I; a point which. it was far. 
from being beneath his character to inſiſt on. 

If the words, you are not Caſſius, meant a new imputation on him 
for degeneracy, his mere denial of it is very flat; and Brutzs re- 
plying ga that denial, by a mere repetition of his former aſſertion, 
without adding any reaſon for N, is till. worſe; whereas; if the 

, Words mean only a denial of what Caſſius had juſt ſaid, it is na- 
Aural enough for each of them to maintain his ground, by ph 
dent 
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Caſ. I am. 
Bru. | fay, you are not. 
Caſ. Urge me no more, I ſhall forget myſelf —= 
Have mind upon your health—tempt n me no farther. 
Bru. Away, flight man, | 
Caſ. Is't poſſible 
Bru. Hear me, for I will ſpeak. 
Muſt I give way and room to your rafh choler ? 
Shall I be frighted, when a mad-man ftares ? 
Caf. O gods! ye gods! muſt I endure all this ? 
Bru. All this ] ay more. Fret, till your proud 
heart breaks ; 
Go ſhew your ſlaves hoy cholerick you are, 
And make your bondmen tremble. Muſt I budge ? 
Muſt I obſerve you? muſt I ſtand and crouch 
Under your teſty humour? by the gods, 4a i 
You ſhall digeſt the yenom of your ſpleen, 
Tho! it do ſplit you. For, from this ay forth, 
I'll uſe you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter, 
When you are waſpiſn. 
Caf. Is it come to this ? e 
Bru. You ſay, you are a better ſoldier ; 
Let it appear ſo ; make your vaunting true, 
And it ſhall pleaſe me well. For mine qwa part, 
F ſhall be glad to learn of noble men. 
Caf. You wrong me every way —— you wrong me, 
| Brutus; 
I ſaid, an elder ſoldier not a better 


ident aſſertion of the truth of his opinion: And that the ſu- 
periority of ſoldierſhip was the point of their diſpute, is moſt 
manifeſtly evident; by Brutus reſumiog it a little lower, 
Von ſay you are a better foldier, Se, 
Upon which Caffius anſwers, 1 


You wrong me ev' ry wa wron we Brutus, 
J ſaid an elder ſoldier ; A * py Soong Fre F 
Did 


Did I lay better & 
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Did I ſay, better 

Bru. If you did, I care not. 
Caſ. When Cæſar liv'd, he durſt not thus have 

mov'd me. 

Bru. Peace, peace, you durſt not ſo * tempted 
: him. 
Caf, I durſt not? 
Bru. No. 
Caj. What? durſt er 
Bru. For your life you durſt not. 
Ca/. Do not preſume too much upon my love? 
I may do that, I ſhall be ſorry for. 

Bru. You have done that, you ſhould be ſorry for. 
There is no terror, Caſſius, in your threats; 
For I am arm'd ſo ſtrong in honeſty, 
That they paſs by me, as the idle wind, 
Which TI reſpe& not. I did ſend to you 
For certain ſums of gold, which you deny'd me ; 
For I can raiſe no money by vile means; 
By heaven, I had rather coin my heart, 
And drop my blood for drachmas, (16) than to 

wring 

From the hard hands of peaſants their vile traſh, 
By any indirection. I did ſend 
To you for gold to pay my legions, 
Which you denied me; was that done like Caſſius ? 
Should I have anſwer'd Caius Caſſius ſo ? 
When Marcus Brutus grows fo covetous, 
To lock ſuch raſcal counters from his friends, 


— 


(16) Than to woring, Ke. ] This inimitable paſſage is not 
highly in character, but as Mr. M arburton has obſerv'd, is ro 
happily expreſſed. ** To wring implies both to get unjuſtly, and 
to uſe force in getting : And bard bands ſignify both the peaſants 
great labour and pains in acquiring, and his great. ynwillingneſs to 
quit his hold.“ 


Be 
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Be ready, gods, with all your a. 
Daſh him to pieces! 171 ö 

© Caf. I deny'd you not. 


Bru. You did. op bro 
- Caf I did not——be was but à fool, 
That brought my anſwer back. Brutus hath riv'd 
my heart. % 


A friend ſhould bear a friend's n | 
But Brutus makes mine greater than they are- 

Bru. I do not, till you praftiſe them on me. 

Caf. You love me not. 

Bru. I do not like your antes. | 

(. A friendly eye could never ſee ſuch faults. 

For Caſſius is a weary of the world : _ | 
Hated by one he loves; brav'd by his brother y 
Check'd like a bondman ; all bis faults obſervd; 
Set in a note-book;-learn'd and con'd by rote, 
To caſt into my teeth. O I could weer 
My fpirit from mine eyes — There is my dagger, 
And here my naked breaſt - within, a heart 
Dearer than Plutus's mine, richer than gold; 
If that thou beeſt a Roman, take it forth. 
I that deny d thee gold, will give my heart; 
Strike, as thou didſt at Cæſar; for I know, | 
| 2 thou didſt hate han wal, thou low dſt bir 
Than ever thou lov'd'ſt Caſſius. 

Bru. Sheath your dagger; 
Be angry when you will, it ſhall have * 
Do what you will, diſhonour ſhall be humour. 
O Caſſius, you are yoked with a lamb, 
That carries anger, as the flint bears fire; 
Who much enforced, ſhews a haſty . 
And ſtraight is cold again. | 
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Cas Hach Caſſius livdd © * 
ro be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus, : 
When grief and blood ill-temper'd vexeth him? 
Bru. When I ſpoke that, I was ill-temper'd too. 
Caſ. Do you confeſs ſo 1 One me your hand. 
' Bru. And my heart too.” | "Embracing. 
Caſ. O Brutus | EA | 
Bru, What's the matter? 
Caſ. Have you not love enough to beds with me, 
When that raſh humour, which my n 8 t - 
Makes me forgetful ? 5245 
Bru. Yes, Caſſius, and from bende N 1 
When you are over- earneſt with your Brutus, 
He'll think your mother chides, and leave 2 ſo. 


»* + SS „ „ „ „166 
Bru, O Caſſius, I am frek of many griefs. 
Caſ. Of your philoſophy you make no uſe, 

A you give place to accidental evils.” 

Bru. No man bears ſorrow better —Porcis' dead, 
Caſ. Ha! Porcia! SES, 2 

Bru. She is dead. 

Caſ. Ho ſcap d E killing, when Ter you 192 

0 in{upportable and touching OP: N 

Upon what ſickneſ ? - - + Us 
Bru. Impatient of my abſence ;. 

And grief, that young Octavius with Mark Antony 

Have made themſelves ſo ſtrong : (for with her _— 

That tidings came; (with this ſhe fell diſtract, 

And (her attendants abſent,) ſwallow'd * 

Caf. And dy d ſo? 

Bru. Even ſo. 
' Caf. O ye immortal — T | 
Enter boy with wine and adore. 


— 


Bru. Speak no mere of her ; give me a bowl of 
| wine. [ Drinks. 


Ca.. 
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| Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune; 


For ever, and for ever, fale wel, Caſſius 


II not, tis true, this parting was well made. 


Caf. My heart is thirſty for that noble pledge. 
Fill, Lucius, till the wine 0'er-ſwelb the 10 44 4 
— drink too much of Brutus love. 


Sck NE V. Ohpertuniiy to be fois 4 on. win al Afi 
There is a tide in the afair/of men 


Omitted, all the voyage of their life 

Is bound in ſhallows, and in miſeries. 

On ſuch a full fea are we now a- float: 

And we muſt take Oe current when it bee, 
Or loſe our ventures. 


ACT v. SCENE ul, 
The Parting of Brutus and Caſſius, 


os: No, Cine, no think not, thou noble l. 
man, 18 
. yo bouns Rile 
He bears too great a mind. But this ſame day 
Muſt end that work, the ides of March began: 
And, whether we man meet again, I know not ; 
Therefore our everlaſting farewel take; 


E we do meet again, why we ſhall ſmile; 

IF not, why, then this parting was well made. 
Caſ.: For ever, and for ever, farewel, Brutus 

If we do meet again, we'll ſmile indeed : 


Bru. Why then, lead ON. of that a man might 
Tek: _ 1H 

The end of this day's buſineſs ere it come 

But it ſufficeth, that the day will end; 


And then the end 1s known. mM: anche 


rr 


& 


ght 


— 
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Melancholy, the Parent of Errar.. 


Oh hateful. error, melancholy's child! 
Why doſt thou ſhew to the apt thoughts of men 
The things that are not? error, ſoon conceiv'd, 
Thou never com'ſt -unto a happy birth, 
But kill'ſt the mother that engender'd thee, 


Antony's Character of Brutus. 


This was the nobleſt Roman of them all : 
All the conf; pirators, ſave only he, 
Did, that they did, in envy of great Cæſar: 


He, only, in a general honeſt thought, 
And common good to all, made one of them. 


His life was gentle, and the elements | 
So mixt in him, that nature might ſtand up, 
And ſay to all the world ; 2 * This was à man 


It may perhaps be needleſs to inform the reader, that the 
of Bucks e with what the erities eſteem fo 
a fault in this play, the death of Julius Ceſar, in the third Act, 
hath made of: of it; but in aft this lovers of Shake 
ſp:ar will be apt to that nobleman's performance on 4 


level with the of have attem * 
wa hel thoſe who have n hot | 


| awe 
l 
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CLIC TOS 


King Ls AR... 


ACTI SCENE II. 
A altenated Chile. 
(1) E T it be fo, thy truth then be thy doyer; 
For by the ſacred radiance of the ſun, 

The myſteries of Hecate, and the night, 
By all the operations of the orbs, 
From whom we do. exiſt, and ceaſe to be; 
Here I diſclaim all my paternat care, 
Propinquity, and property of blood; 
And as a ſtranger to my heart and me, © 
Hold thee, from this, for ever. The barb'rous Scy- 
f . 1 ©; 
Or he chat makes his generation meſſes 
To gorge his appetite, - ſhall-to my boſom 
Be as well neighbour'd,. pitied, and reliev'd,” 
As thou my ſometime daughter. 


BASTARDY 


Thou, nature, art my goddeſs; to thy la 


My ſervices are bound; (] wherefore ſhould I ah 


(1) Let, &c.] The reader will do well to obſerve, Sbaleſpem 
makes his characters in king Lear ſtrictly conformable to the e. 
ligion of their times; the not attending ſufficiently to this, hath 
accaſianed ſome Critics greatly to err in their remarks on this play: 
(2) Wherefore, &c.] The baſtard is here complaining of the 
tyranny of cuſtom, and produces two inſtances, to ſhew the page 
aud oppreſſion of it.; the firſt, in the caſe of elder _—_— Eh h 


Ver: 
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Stand in the plague of cuſtom, and permit 
The curteſy of nations to deprive me, . 
For that I am ſome twelve or fourteen moon ſhines 
Lag of a brother? Why baſtard? Wherefore baſe? 
When my dimenſions ate as well compact, 
My mind as gen'rous, and my ſhape as true, 
As honeſt madam's iſſue? Why brand they us 
With baſe ? with baſeneſs? baſtardy? baſe, . baſe ? 
(3) Who, in the luſty ſtealth of nature, take 
More compoſition and fierce quality; 
Than doth, within a dull, tale, tired bed, 
Go to creating a whole tribe of fops, 
(4) Got "tween aſleep and wake? 


| SCENE 


<econd, of baſtards. ' With regard to the firſt, we are to ſuppoſe 
him ſpeaking of himſelf only as an objector, making the caſe his 
own, according to a common manner of arguing : ©* Wherefore, 
fays he, ſhould I (or any man) fland in [within] the plague 
{the puniſhment or ſcourge ] of cuſtom, why ſhould 1 continue in 
its oppreſſive power, and permit the courtely of nations to deprive 
me, to tale away from, rc, and injure me, becauſe, &c, 

(3) #/bo, &c.] Mr. Warburton quotes a paſſage here, well worth 
remarking---- How much. the lines following this are in cha- 
rater, ſays he, may be ſeen by that monſtrous wiſh of Yam, 
the Iralian atheiſt, in his tract, De admirandis nature reginæ dea- 
que mortalium arcanis, printed at Paris 1616, the very year our 
poet died. O utinam extra legitimum & connubialem thorum eſ- 
ſem procreatus ! Ita enim progenitores mei in venerem incaluiſſent 
ardentius, accumatim affatimg; generoſa ſemina contuliſſent, 2 
quibus ego forme blanditiam, ac elegantiam robuſtas corporis vi- 
res, mentemque ipnubilam conſequutus fuillem. At quia” conjuga- 
torum ſum ſabo/es his orbatus ſum bonis. Had the boek been pu 12 
dut ten or twenty years ſooger, who would not have beliey'd that 
Shakeſpear alluded to this paſſage ? But the divinity of his genius 
foretold, as it were, what ſuch an atheiſt, as Yanin!, would ſay, 
When he wrote upon ſuch a ſubject. . 

I have forbore giving a tranſlat on of the Latin, becauſe Shake- 
Jprar's words are a fine paraphraſe of it, 'and'becauſe it perhaps, 


is not proper for all ears: but if, ſuppoſing Vanini had wrote firſt, 


we ſhould have ' imagined, Shakeſpear alluded to him; why 
may we not, as it is, bel eve Yann alluded to'Shateſpear ? 
(4) Got "tavern afleep and wake) This reading runs thro” all the 


elde, and is indeod very plauſible: tho it ſcems to. me, the 


paſſage 


— 2 —ñę I — 
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Scene. VIII.  Afrology -ridicul'd 


(5) This is the excellent foppery of the world, that 


when we are ſick in fortune, (often the ſurteits of or 
own behaviour) we make guilty of our diſaſters, the ſun 
the moon and ſtars ; as if we were villains on neceſity, 
fools, by heavenly compulſion ; knaves, thieves, and 
treacherous, by ſpherical predominance ; drunkardz 
1yars and adulterers, by an inforc'd obedience of Plane. 
tary influence ; and all that we are evil in, by a divine 
thruſting on. An admirable evaſion of whore-maſter 
man, to lay his goatiſh diſpoſition on the charge of ; 
ſtar! my father compounded with my mother under the 
dragon's tail, and my nativity was under Urſa major; ſo 
that it follows, I am rough and lecherous. I ſhould 


paſſage originally ſtood, Got atween ſleep and wake, The a might 


very eaſily have been ſo tranſpoſed, and attucen is very common 
with all the old writers'down to, and below our author, 

(5) This, & | Aſtrology was in mich higher cred't in our 
author's time than in Milton s, who, nevertheleſs, hath fatiriſedit 
in the ſevereſt-manner poſſible, by making it patroniſed even by the 
devil bimſelf: for in the 4th- book of his Paradiſe Regain'd, the 
devil thus addrefles our ſaviour, | 


If I read aught in heaven, 
Or heav'n write aught of fate, by what the ſtars 
Voluminous or ſingle characters 
Tn their conjunction met, give me to ſpell, 
Sorrows and labours, oppoſitions, hate, 
Attend thee, ſcorns reproaches, injuries, 
Violence and ftripes, and laſtly cruel death: 
A kingdom they portend thee, but what kingdom, 
Real or allegor:c, I diſcern not, 2 
Nor when: eternal ſure, as without end. 
Without beginning; for no date prefixt | 
Directs me in the ſtarry rubric ſet. V. 383. 


Where it is to be obſer vd, ſays Mr. Warburton, that the poet 


thought it not enough to diſcredit judicial aſtrology, by making it 


patroniſed by the devil, without ſhewing at the ſame time, the 


abſurdity of it. He has therefore very judiciouſly made him blun- 


der, in the expreſſion of portending a bingdom, which dw, without 
beginning, This deſtroys all he wou'd infinuate,” _ 
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have been what I am, had the maidenlieſt ſtar in the 
frmament twinkled on my baſtardizing. 


Scene XV. Iigratitude in a Child, 
ua WM (6) Ingratitude ! thou marble-hearted fiend, 


% BW More hideous, when thou ſhew'ſt thee in a child, A 
nd Wi Than the ſea- monſter. | 


ds, Te 
ie ACT I SCENE. MV. 
0 Flittering Sycop hants. 


1 That ſuch a flave as this ſhould wear a ſword, 

the WF Who wears no honeſty: (7) ſuch ſmiling rogues [as 
; lo theſe, ] POR: | 

uld | Like 


(6) Ingratitude &c.] Ingratitude a marble hearted-fiend is 
more hideous and dreadful, when ſhewing itſelf in a child, than 
mn even that ſea-monſter, which is the emblem itſelf of impiety and 
ingratitude: by which monfter he means the Hippopotamus, or ri- 
ver-horſe, which, ſays Sandys, in his travels, p. 105. fignify'd, 
Murder, Impudence, Violence and Injuſtice: for they ſay, that 
he killeth his fire, and raviſheth his own dam. Mr. Upton's al- 
teration of, Than ith' ſea-monſter, ſeems unneceſſary : for the 
poet makes ingratitud-, a fiend, a monſter itſelf, and one more odi- 
ous than even this hieroglyphical ſymbol of impiety. See Obſer- 
vations on Shateſpear, p. 203. 

(7) uch, &c.' The words as theſe, may be ſafely omitted 
without injur ng the ſenſe ; they are flat and ſpoil the metre, The 
next lines are read thus in the old editions; | 


Like rats, oft bite the holy cords atwaine, 
Which are t' intrince t' unlooſe. 


Atwaine is doubtleſs the genuine word, which was commonly 
uſed, ſignifying, in two, aſunder, in twain, And Mr. Upton, 
obſerving, that Shakeſpear ſometimes ſtrikes off a Syllable or more 
the latter part of a word, would preſerve intrince in the 

text, which he explains by intrinſficate, Tis certain the author 
uſes intrinſicute, but I don't rememember ever to have met with 
intrince: See vol. I. p. 169. This ſhortening of words is indeed 
too much the genius of our language; and as the reader knows 
the ſenſe of the word, and what the criticks would read, I have 
kept to the old editions, notwithſtanding the quotation made by 
0 me 


—ͤ—ũü — 
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Like rats, oft bite the holy cords atwain 
Which are too intrincet'unlooſe ; ſooth ev'ry —_— 
That in the nature of their lords rebels : 

Bring oil to fire, ſnow to their colder moods ; 
Renege, affirm, and turn their halcyon beaks 
With ev'ry gale and vary of their maſters ; 
As knowing naught, like dogs, but following. 


Plain, blunt Men. 


This is ſome fellow, 
Who, having been prais'd for bluntneſs, doth affect 
A ſaucy roughneſs; and conſtrains the garb, 
Quite from his nature. He can't flatter, he, = 
An honeſt mind and plain, ke muſt ſpeak truth; 
And they will take it, fo; if not, he's plain. 
Theſe kind of knaves I know, which in this plainneſ 
Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends, 
Than twenty (8) filly, ducking obſervants, 
That ſtretch their duties nicely. 


Scene VII. Deſcriptim, of Bedlam Beggars. 


Keds CS "ww t%, << 2Þ A or. v0 


> 
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Whiel may 'ſcape, | 
I will preſerve my ſelf: and am bethought # 8 
To take the baſeſt and the pooreſt ſhape, 
That ever penury in contempt of man 
Brought near to beaſt: my*face I'll grime with fich; 
Blanket my loins ; elfe all my hair in knots ; 
And with preſented nakedneſs out- face Ss F. 
The winds, and perſecutions of We EY. 


me from Mr. Fdwardi, in the place juſt referr d too. I forbeu il _ 
quoting any fimilar paſſages here: Horace and Juvenal abound * 
with them, and Shake/pear himſelf hath excellently painted the 
— in Pelonius. See particularly Hamlet, Act 4. Sc 7. 
(8) 545] Some read fly: Ah is not * taken in 2 bal 
bet ee the og. writers. | 
ek | Tis 


FS, 
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The country gives me proof and preſident 

Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices, 

ctrike in their numb'd and mortify d bare arms, 

Pins, wooden pricks, nails, ſprigs of roſemary ; 

And with this horrible object, from low farms, 

Poor pelting villages, ſheep-coats and mills, 

Sometimes with lunatick bans, ſometimes with pray'rs, 
Inſorce their charity. | 


ScENE X. The faults of Infirmity, pardonable. 


Fiery? the fiery duke? tell the hot duke, that 
No, but not yet; may be, he is not well; 
Infirmity doth till neglect all office, 
Whereto our health is bound ; we're not ourſelves, 
When nature, being oppreſt, commands the mind 
To ſuffer with the body. I'll forbear ; 
And am fall'n out with my more headier will, 
To take the indiſpos'd and ſickly fit 
For the ſound man... , 


Scens XI. UNKINDNESS. 
Thy ſiſter's naught ; oh Regan, ſhe hath tied 
Sharp-tooth'd unkindneſs, like a vulture here. 
[ Points to his heart. 


SCENE XII. Offences miſtaken. 


All's not offence that indiſcretion (9) finds, 
And dotage terms ſo. 


Vor. II. G Riſing 


(9) Finds] Finds is an alluſion to a jury's verdict: and the 
word ſo relates to that as well as to tcrms, We meet with the 
very ſame expreſſion in Hamlet, Act 5. Sc. 1. 


Why, tis Pound ſo. 

Shakeſpear uſes the word in this ſenſe in other places ; 
The coroner hath ſat on her, and finds it chriſtian burial, 18. 
Þ | As 


* 
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I, 


P Riſing Paſſion. 

I pr'ythee, daughter, do not make me mad, 
I will not trouble thee, my child. Farewel ; 
We'll no more meet, no more ſee one another; 
But yet thou art my fleſh, my blood, my daughter, == 
Or rather a diſeaſe that's in my fleſh, 
Which I muſt needs call mine ; thoy art a bile, 
A plague-ſore, or imboſſed carbuncle, 
In my corrupted blood; but I'll not chide thee. 
Let ſhame come when it will, I do not call it ; 
I do not bid the thunder-bearer ſhoot, 
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove. 


The Necefſaries of Life, few, 


(10) O, reaſon not the need: our baſeſt beggars 


Are in the pooreſt things ſuperfluous; 
Allow not nature more than nature needs, 


Man's life is cheap as beaſts. 


Leat 


As you like it. A. 4. S. 2. Leander was drown'd, and the foolih 
ch roniclers [ perhaps coroners] of that age found it vas----Hero et 
Seſtos. Edwards. | | | | 

(10) O reaſon, &c. The poets abound with ſentiments fimilar 
to this: take the two following paſſages from Lucretius and 


Lucan, h | 
O wretched man, in what a miſt of life, 
Inclos'd with dangers, and beſet with ſtrife, 
He ſpends his little ſpan, and over-feeds 
His cram'd deſires with more than nature needs. 
For nature wiſely ſtints our appetite, 
And craves no more than undiſturb'd delight. 
Which minds upmixt with cares and fears obtain; 
A ſoul ſerene, a body void of pain. 
So little this corporeal frame requ.res, 
So bounded are our natural defires, 
That wanting all and ſetting pain aſide, 
With bare privation ſenſe is ſatisfy d. 
See Len Er. B. 2. 
Behold 
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Lear on the Ingratitude of his Daughters, 


You ſee me here, you gods, a poor old man, 
As full of grief as age; wretched in both! 

If it be you, that ſtir theſe daughters hearts 
Againſt their father, fool me notſo much 5 
To bear it tamely ; (11) touch me with noble anger; 
O let not womens weapons, water-drops, 
Stain my man's cheeks, No, you unnat'ral hags, 

I will have ſuch revenges on you both, 

(12) That all the world ſhall—- I will do ſuch things 
What they are, yet I know not; but they ſhall be 
The terrors of the earth : you think, I'll weep : 


* 


= 
— a4 -t EST. 
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Behold, ye ſons of luxury, behold, - 
Who ſcatter in exceſs your laviſh gold; 
For whom all earth all ocean are explor'd, 
To ſpread the various proud voluptuous board: [ 
Behold how little thrifty nature craves, 

See Lucan, B. 4+ Roxbe s tranſ}, 


(11) Touch me, c.] © If you, ye gods have ſtirred my 
daughters hearts again me: at leſt let me not bear it with any | 
unworthy tameneſs ; but touch me with noble anger; let me reſent | 
it with ſuch reſolution as becomes a man. And let not 
woman's weapons, water-drops, ſtain my man's cheeks. See 
Canons of Crit. p. 78. 

(12) That, Se. See vol, 1. p. 110. This ſeems to have 


Lear 


foolih 
ero oi 


fimilar 
and 91 imitated from the one or the other of theſe paſſages fol - 
owing : # 
Haud guid fit ſcis | 
Sed grande guiddam eft. Senec. Thyeſt, A. 2. 


What it is I know not 
But ſomething terrible it is - 
Neſcis grid ferox 

Decrevit animus int: t, & nondum fibi audet fateri. Medea, 

I know not what, my furious mind 

Hath inwardly determin'd, and ſtill dares not 

Even to itſelf reveal. 8 
Magnum eſi quodcungue paravi : 
x Quid fit adbuc dubito. Orid, Met, 6. 


B. 2. 'Tis ſomething great I've inly medi tated- 


What it is, yet I'm doubtf 
Behold G 2 


{Which the impetuous blaſts with eyeleſs rage 
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No, I'll not weep. + I have full cauſe of weeping : 
This heart ſhall break into a thouſand * flaws, 
Or ete I weep. O fool, I ſhall go mad. 


SCENE XIII. Viiſul Men. 


O, fir, to wilful men, 
The injuries, that they themſelves procure, 
Mutt be their ſchool- maſters, 


ATT SCENE l. 
Deſcription of Lear's Ds/treſs amidſt the Storm. 


Kent. Where's the king ? 
Gent. Contending with the fretful elements ; 
Bids the wind blow: the earth into the ſea ; 
Or ſwell the curled waters bove the main, | 
That things might change, or ceaſe: tears his white 
hair, 


Catch in their fury ;) | 

Strives in his little world of man t'out-ſcora 

The to-and-fro-confliting wind and rain. 

This night, wherein the (13) cub-drawn bear would 
| couch, | 

The lion, and the belly-pinched wolf 

Keep their furr dry ; unbonneted he runs, 

And bids what will take all. 


+ 1have, &c.] Perhaps this ſhould be, Tho' I've full cauſe. 
® See p. 19, n. 6, of this volume. 


(13) Cub-drawn] i. e. Drawn dry by its cubs, and therefore the 
more ready to go out in ſearch of prey : he ſpeaks of a lioneſs | 


with adders all drawn dry, in the 25th page of the firſt volume. | 
| Scavt | 
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| SceEnE II. Lear's paſſionate Exclamations amid/t 
the Tempeſt. _ 

Blow winds, and crack your cheeks ; rage, blow 
You cataracts, and hurricanoes, ſpout ; 
Till you have drencht our ſteeples, drown'd the cocks! 
You ſulph'rous and thought-executing fires, 

[14) Vaunt-couriers of oak-cleaving thunder-bolts, 
dinge my white head. And thou all-ſhaking thunder; 
Strike flat the thick rotundity o'th world; 

Crack nature's mould, all (15) germins ſpill at once 
That make ingrateful man. 

Rumble thy belly- full, ſpit fire, ſpout rain; 

Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters ; 

I tax not you, you elements, with unkindneſs ; 

I never gave you kingdom, call'd you children ; = 
You owe me no ſubſcription. Then let fall © | 
Your horrible pleaſure ;—here I ſtand your ſlave; 
A poor, infirm, weak, and deſpis'd old man ! 

But yet I call you ſervile miniſters, 

That have with two pernicious daughters join'd: 

Your high-engender'd battles, gainſt a head 

So old and white as this. Oh! oh! 'tis foul. 
* * „% é #®* „„ „ „ „ 

Kent. Alas, fir, are you here? things that love 

night, | Love- 


(14) Vaunt-couriers, &c,) Nothing can be plainer than this paſ- 
ſage, which it is ſurprizing Mr. Warburton ſhould ſo much miſ- 
take, as to imagine this line the players ſpurious iſſue, on account 
of any contradiction in it: the reader may ſee his note, and Mr.. 
Edwards's comment upon it, in the Canons of Criticiſm, p. 33. 
In the mean time we may be contented with this clear ſenſe— 
*You fires and lightnings, fore - runner of the thunder, ſinge 
me, Sc. You thunder ſtrike flat the thick rotundity of the world. 


(15) Germim] Vulg. Germains— This reading is Mr. Theobald's, 
The word is derived from germen, ooga, ſced, — the ſenſe is, 
„Crack nature's mould, and ſpill all the ſeeds of matter, that are 

within it.“ In the Winter's Tale, he ſays; 
Let nature cruſh the fides of th' earth together, 
And mar the. ſeeds within. See. Macbeth, Az 4+ 8. 2. 


lite 


uld 
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Love not ſuch nights as theſe : the wrathful ſkies 
(16) Gallow the very wand'rers of the dark, 
And make them keep their caves : fince I was man, 
Such ſheers of fire, fach burſts of horrid thunder, 
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 
Remember to have heard. Man's nature cannot carry 
Th' affliction, nor the force. 

Lear. Let the great gods, 
That keep this dreadful pudder o'er our heads, 
Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch, 
That haſt within thee undivulged crimes, 
Unwhipt of juſtice. Hide thee, thou bloody hand: 
Thou perjure, and thou fimilar of virtue, 
That art inceftuous : caitiff, ſhake to pieces, 
That under covert and convenient ſeeming, 
Halt pra@is'd on man's life !—Clofe pent up gu'lts, 
Rive your concealing continents, and alk 
Theſe dreadful ſummoners grace.—T am a man, 
More ſinn'd againſt, than finning. 

Kent. Alack, bare-headed ? 
Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel ; 
Some friendſhip will it lend you gainſt the tempeſt. 


8 © © V6 D * 

Lear. Thou think'ſt tis mark, that this contentious 
eb 

Invades us to the ſkin ; ſo tis to thee ; 

But where the greater malady is fixt, 

The leſſer is ſcarce felt. Thou'dſt ſhun a bear, 

But if thy flight lay tow'rd the roaring ſea, 

Thou'dſt meet the bear 1'th' mouth. When the mind's 

free, 

The body's delicate ; the tempeſt in my mind 

Doth from my ſenſes take all feeling elſe,” 

Save what beats there. Filial ingratitude ! 


Is it not, as this mouth ſhould tear this hand - 
' | or 


(16) Ca!low) i. e. Scare, frighten, See the foregoing paſſage» 
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For lifting food tot? But I'll puniſh home; 
No, I will weep no more In ſuch a night, 
To ſhut me out ?- pour on, I will endure : 
In ſuch a night as this ? O, Regan, Gonerill, | 
Your old kind father, whoſe frank heart gave all 
0, that way madnels hes ce 
No more of that. ls nds aa 

Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 

Lear. Pr'ythee, goin thyſelf ; ſeek thine, own caſe, | 
This tempeſt will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more — but Ill go in, 
In, boy, go firſt. You houſeleſs poverty 
Nay, get thee in; I'll pray, and then I'll leep— 
Poor naked wretehes, whereſoe'er you are, 

That bide the pelting of this pitileſs ſtorm ! 

How ſhall your houſeleſs heads, and unfed ſides, 

Your loop'd and window'd raggedneſs defend you 

From ſeaſons ſuch xs thefe 0, I haye ta en_ 

Too little care of this! takt phy ek, pomp; 

Expoſe thyſelf to feel Whit Wretches feel, 

That mou may It ſhake the ſuperflux' to them, 

And ſhew the Heav'ns more juſt. _. Rep Ws 
Enter Edgar dijſguis'd l he a * 

Eds. Away ! the foul fiend follows me. Through 
the-ſharp hawthorn blows the cold wind. Humpzh, 80 
to thy bed and warm the. | 

Lear, Didſt thou give all to thy daughters? and art 
thou come to this? 05 Diqdſt thou give them all? 
Now all the plagues that in the pendulous air | 
Hang fated o'er mens faults, light on thy daughters! 

Kent. He hath no daughters, fir. 

Lear. Death! alten, nothing could do l # 

nature tf muell 
To ſack a lowneſs, po kis ufkindauphters, 
ls it the faſhion that diſcarded fathers 


R. 8 
* 


Should 
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Should have thus little mercy on their fleſh ?- | 
Judicious puniſhment ! twas this fleſh ge 
Thole pelican daughters (17 . 


Scenes VI. On Man, 


(18) Is man no more than this? Conſider bim well, 
Thou ow'ft the worm no ſilk, the beaſt no hide, the 
ſheep no wool, the cat no perfume. Ha ! here's three 
of us are ſophiſticated. 'Thou art the thing itſelf ; un. 
accommodated man is no more but ſuch a poor, bare, 
forked animal as thou art. Off, off, vou IE) 
come, i * 


4 ACT. Tv. SCENE 1, 
4 1 Foſter of Provide, 00 


That 1 am wretched, 
Makes thee the happier : : heavens deal ſo Rill ! 
Let the ſuperfluous and luſt-dieted man, 
{19) That flaves your ordinance, that will not ſee 
Becauſe he does not feel, feel your power quickly; 
So diſtribution ſhould anda n | 
And each man have enough. - | 


© (15) T havegiven the reader all the moſt beautiful 3 of thů 
celebrated part of the tragedy, and have avoided any comment 
on it, as its beauties are ſo ſtriking, and ſo generally commended: 
however, if he thinks proper, he may, by "conſulting Mr. Smith's 
Tranflation of 'Longinus, find' ſome obſervations there not un- 
worthy his regard. See the 3d note on the 10th ſeRion. 
([ 8) Is man, &c,] See 2 Meaſure, Vol. I. p. 49. n. 17. 
(19) Tbat ſia ves, &c.] Warburton is for reading, brave 
here: but he ſtill forgets how frequently Shakeſpear makes verbs 
of ſubſtantives, and inſtead of endeavouring to explain bis authors 
words, immediately has recourfe to the eaſy att of altering, when 
there is any difficulty: by faves your ordinance, the poet means, 
makes 2 of your oxdinance ; © makes it e as Mr. 
U pton 6, ator” W Se 


3 ®; 
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Scent 


_ TY 
SCENE III. Patience and Borrow. 
Patience and ſorrow ſtrove 

Which ſhould expreſs her goodlieſt ; you have ſeen 
Sun-ſhine and rain at once :—her ſmiles and tears 
20) Were like a better day: Thoſe happieſt ſmiles, 
That play'd on her ripe lip, ſeem'd not to know 
What gueſts were in her eyes; which parted thence; 
As pearls from dlamonds dropt. In brief 


Sorrow would be a'rarity moſt belov'd, 
If all could ſo become it: * 36 


Scene IV. Deſcription of Lear diſtracted. 
(21) Alack, *tis he; why, he was met-even now 
As mad as the vext ſea; finging aloud; 
Crown'd with rank fumiterr, and furrow-weeds, 


With hardocks, hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-flowers, 
69 B's 7 | Darnel, 


(20) Were like a better day.) So the old editions read; Mr. War- 
burton ſays, without queſtion we ſhould read, 
A wetter May , 
i, e. a ſpring-ſeaſon wetter than ordinary: I cannot come inte 
his opinion; nor by any means apprehend; how her ſmiles and 
tears can with any propriety be compar'd to a ſpring-ſeaſon, wwetter- 
than ordinary: the poet is comparing her patience and ſorrow, ex- 
preſt, the one by ſmiles, the other by tears, to a day, wherein 
there is both ſun-ſhine and rain at the ſame time: you have ſeen, 
ſays he, ſun- bine and rain at once; ſuch was her patience and 
ſorrow : her ſmiles and fears were like a day ſo chegner d, when 
the” rain and the ſun-ſhine contended as it were together. This 
I apprehend to be the ſenſe of the paſſage. But then what muſt 
we do with better P l own myſelf incapable of fixing any ſenſe to 
It, nor does any emendation ſtrike me, that the reader perhaps 
will judge plauſible enough : he'll ſee, I had aa eye in the ex- 


” 4 ” — * 
1 


plaining of the paſſage, on cheguer d;. 

| Her ſmiles and tears 
Were like a cbeguer d day z | 
which is the moſt probable word that occurs at preſent, tho T 
advance it not with any degree of certainty. He ſpeaks of a che- 
guer'd ſhadow, in Titus Andronicus, Act 2. Sc. 4. 

(31). Aldck, &c,] See Hamlet, Act 4. Sc. 10, and the note. 
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Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow 
In our e corn. 


"Scenes VI. Deſcription of Dover- Cliff. 


Come on, fir, here's the place—ſtand ſtill, How 
fearful - | 
And dizzy 'tis, to caſt one's eyes ſo low ! 
The crows and choughs, that wing the midway air, 
Shew ſcarce ſo groſs as beetles. Half way down 
Hangs one that gathers ſamphire ; dreadful trade ! 
Methinks, he ſeems no bigger than his head. 
The fiſher-men, that walk upon the beach, | 
Appear like mice ; and yond tall anchoring bark, 
Dimini{h'd to her cock ; her cock, a buoy 
Almoſt too mall for fight. The murmuring ſurge, 
That on th' unnumber'd idle pebbles chafes, 
Cannot be heard fo high. T'll look no more, 
Leſt my brain turn, and the deficient fight 
Topple down headlong. 


Gloſter's Farewel to the World, . 


(22) O, you mighty gods ! 
This world I do renounce ; and in your fights 
Shake patiently my great affliction off: 
If I could bear it longer, and not fall 


To en with your * oppoſeleſs wills, 1 
Y 


6250 Olaſter is afterwards convinced of his . and con- 
irmed in the duty of ſufferance: he fays 3 
I do remember now et: henceforth I'll bear 
Affliction, till it do cry out itſelf, 
Enough, enough, and die. 
At the end of the OcdipuryColonens of guats there is a fine 16+ 
nection like this; ; 
To Qegor ox Oe, &c. | 
That which the gods bring on us, we ſhould bear 
With refignation, nor conſume with ſorrow, 


a- 
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My ſnuff and loathed part of nature ſhould, _ , 


11 


Burn itſelf tz. If Edgar live, O, b leſs bim! . * 2 


Scene VII. Lear, 1 bis Madneſs, on the gra 
Flatterers of Princes. 


| NX nao 3 


W e Yao ot epic date) 93 
Ha! Goneril! ha! Regan! they flatter'd me like 


a dog, and told me I had white hairs in my beard, ere 
the black ones were there. To ſay, ay; and no, Ni 
every thing that I ſaid— Ay, and no too, was no good 
divinity. *'Whet' the rain came to wet me once, and 
the wind to make me chatter; When the thunder would 
not peace at my bidding; there I found em, there 1 
ſmelt em dut. Go to, they are not (23) men o their 
words; they told me; I was every thing: tis a lie, 
am not ague-proof. f 


On the Abuſe of Priurr. 99 
Thou raſeal-beadle, hold thy bloody hand. 
Why doſt thou laſh that whore ? ſtrip thy own back; 
Thou hotly, luſt'| to uſe her in that kind, 1 
For which thou whip'ſt her. The uſurer hangs the 
cozener. 
Through tatter'd cloaths ſmall vices do appear; 
Robes and furr'd gowns hide all. Plate ſins with gold, 
And the ſtrong lance of juſtice hurtleſs breaks: 
Arm it in rags,a pigmy's ſtraw doth pieret it. 
None does offend, none, I ſay, none; I'll able em: 
2 " « Os ing. r. i 
tpi SF Mt; e . r ned 67 the 
neſs uſed exact connexion, telis dg, we thould' not read, men o“ 
their words, but women of their wvords : whereas it is plain, he 


runs off from the thought. of his daughters, to thoſe who flatter d 
him, and all thro' the ſpeech ſpeaks of chem only : the eriticiſm 


- ſcarce , worth remarking, except it be to ſhew, how ſubject all 


us are to miſtakes, and how little reaſonm the very wiſcft have 


to triumph over the errors of others. 


[| 
| | 
i 

| 
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Take that of me, my friend, who have the pow't 
To ſeal th' accuſer's lips. Get thee glaſs eyes, 
And, like a ſcurvy politician, ſeem 


„ ATETS: rae Nine 
Sc EN E X. Condelia; on the Tngratitud of be 
Siftery, 


o, my dear father, reſtauration hang 
Thy medicine on my hip; and let this kiſs 
Repair thoſe violent harms that my t two bers 
Have in thy reverence made! 
Had you not been their father, theſe, white flakes 
Did challenge pity of them. Was this a face, 
To be expos'd againſt the warring winds ? 
To ſtand againſt the deep, dread-bolted thunder.? 
In the molt terrible and nimble ſtroke 8 
Of quick, croſs lightning? ve th.19 
* * * And waſt thou fain, poor father, 
To hovel thee with ſwine and rogues forlorn, 
In ſhort and muſty ffraw ? alack, alack! 
*Tis wonder, that thy life and wits, at once, 
Had not concluded all. 

„ 1492 


"ACT v. SCENE v. 


| Lear fo Cordelia, when-taken Priſoners, 


| No, no, no, no; come, let's away to priſon; 

We two alone will ſing, like birds i' th cage: 

When thou doſt aſk me bleſſing. I'll kneel down, 

And aſk of thee forgiveneſs : ſo we'll live, 

And pray, and ſing, and tell old tales, and laugh. 

; * gilded butterflies : (24) and hear Poor rogues: —_ 
Nor : Sah bn” wg: of the e 4 | 


„ Which lord lied wich that lady, and-what gallant 
| . Sports with that werebant” , viſe: ; and does relate | 


* 
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Talk of court-news, and we'll talk with them too; | 
Who loſes, and who wins; who's in, Who's out:: 
And take upon's the myſtery of things, | « 
As if we were God's ſpies. - And we'll wear out, 
In a wall'd priſon, packs and ſects 10 great * 
That ebb and flow by th" mou | 3 
Edm. Take them away. | | 
Lear. Upon ſuch ſactifices, my Cordelia; A 
The _ e, throw OO | 


bhi +44 ik +» 4 


Scat vm. The i of the G. : | 


(25) The gods are jaſt, and of our pleaſant ve. 
eee A Js ve K 


* 


Edear's Account his diſciverin 5 bis 
gar' 1 Ke de. s CLE 
; "Lift a brief te, „ 1H 0h 
And when tis told, O, that ad bert! 
The bloody proclamation to eſcape, +3; 
That 
Who. ſells her honour for a diamond; £5: i 


Who for a tiſſue robe: whoſe huſband's s jealous . = 
And who ſo kind, that, to ſhare with his wife, 
Will make the match himſelf: harmleſs conceits, 
TH! fools wy they are 8 
The Falſe One, Act 1. Sc. 1. 


The wit ps" in ihe text, is taken in the ſenſe of, ſpies ups, 
any one, to inſpect their conduct, not ſpies exap/op'd by perſon, 
(25) The, &c.] This retarting of puniſhments, and making the 

means by which we offended the. — of our oſſence, is very 
common amongſt the ancients, and perhaps had its rife from the 
J people, As eye for an eye, à tooth for a tooth, c. Callima- 

\ chu, in his Hymn. to Pallat, tells us, that Kate depriv d the 

Ik Jaws hunter of his. eyes, becauſe they had offended,' having ſeen 

| in the bath, See the Hymn, v. 73. And, in Sepbecks, a the 
end of Electra, Oreftes cries out to Agiftus ;; 


Peace, and. attend me to that place where thou - 


DVDiadſt murder my poor father, that there... 
be I es apa — 
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That follow'd me ſo near, (O, our lives ſweetneſs ! 
That we the pain of death would hourly bear, 
Rather than die at once) taught me to ſhift - 
Into a mad -· man's rags; taflume a ſemblance, 
The very dogs diſdain d: and in chis habit 
Met I my father with his bleeding rings, e | 
Their precious gems new loſt; became his guide, 
Led him, begg'd for him, fav'd him from deſpair; 
Never (O, fault !) reveal'd myſelf unto him, 
Until ſome half hour paſt, when I was arm'd, 
Not ſure, . tho”, hoping of this good ſuceeſs, 
I aſk'd his blefling, and from firſt to laſt 
Told him my pilgrimage. But his flaw'd-heart, 
Alack, too weak the conflict to ſupport, 
Twixt two extremes of paſſion, joy and grief, 
Baſt. This ſpeech of yours hath mov'd me, 

And ſhall, perchance, do good ; but ſpeak you on, | 
You look, as you had ſomething more t0 lay. by: 
Als. If there be more, mote woful, hold it in, 
For I am almoſt ready to diffolve, 

Heating of this. | 
Edg. — 26) This would have ſeem'd a period, 
To ſuch as love not ſorrow: but another, 


3 


To 


(26) Tbis, &c.] The: baftard, whoſe ſavage nature is well diſ- 
play d by it, defires to hear more : the gentle A/bany,. touch's at 
the ſad tale, begs him no more to melt his heart; upon which, 
Edgar obſerves, ſenſibly affecteti by Edmand's inhumanity, ** One 
mould have imagined, this would have ſeem'd a period, a ſuffi- 
cient end of woe, to ſuch as love not ſorrow, who are not pleaſed 
to hear of the diſtreſies of others: but another {a perſon of anothet 
and more eruel temper] to amplify too much, (to augment and 
aggravate that which is already tos great] would fill make muck 
more [would ſtill increaſe it] and top extretnity itſelf; that is, 
even/ go beybnd that Which is alteddy at the utmoſt limit.“ No- 
thing can be plainer than this, which Mr. Warburton condem ning 
as miſcrable nonſenſe, reads thus, and admits into his text | 

90367: MIVD. 3613 735 ' 


This 


King LE AR; 2 


To amplify too much, would make much more, 

And top extremity ! 

Whilſt I was big in clamour, there came a man, 

Who having ſeen me in my worſer ſtate, 

Shunn'd my abhorr'd ſociety ; but now finding 

Who 'twas, had ſo endur'd, with his ſtrong arms 

He faſten'd on my neck ; and bellow'd out, 

As he'd burſt heaven; threw him on my father; 

Told the moſt piteous tale of Lear and him, 

That ever ear receiv'd ; which in recounting 

His grief grew puiſſant, and the firings of life 

Began to crack. Twice then the cumpets ſounded. 

And there I left him traunc'd. — | 
This wou'd have ſeem'd a period; but ſuch 


As love to amplify anothers ſorrow, 
Too much, wou'd make much more and topextremity ! __ 


'Tis remarkable, this fine ſpeech, (and indeed many others) are 


emitted in the Oxford edition, 
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MICE TH. 


Ac I. Ss CEN E IV. 
Wachen deferit/ a, 


-. WIX7HAT are theſe, 
W So wither'd, and ſo wild in 


their attire, © 
That look not like th' inhabitants o'th' earth, 
And yet are on't? Live you, or are you augbt 
That man may queſtion ? You ſeem to underſtand me, 
By each at once her choppy finger laying * 
Upon her ſkinny lips; — You ſhould be women; 
And yet your beard: forbid me to interpret, 
'That you are ſo. 


(1) What, &c.] Shakeſpear's excellence in theſe filtitious cha- 
rafters hath been before-obſerved:- See Vol. 1. p. 77. n. 5. In 
ſach circles, indeed, none could move-like him; ghoſts, <uitche, 
and fairies ſeem to acknowledge him their ſovereign. We muſt 
obſerve, that the reality of witches was firmly believed in our au- 
thor's time, not only eſtabliſſi d by law, but by faſhion alſo, and 
that it was not only unpolite but criminal, to doubt it: and as 
hath been remarked, ** upon this general infatuation, Shakeſpear 
might be. eaſily allowed to found a play, eſpecially ſince he has fol- 
Jowed with great exactneſs ſuch hiſtories as were then thought true: 
nor can it be doubted, that the ſcenes of enchantment, however 
they may now be ridiculed, were both by himſelf and his audience 
thought awful ard affecting.“ See Miſcellaneous obſervations on 
Macbeth, by Mr, S. Jobnſon, (note the firſt) printed for Ed. Cave, 
1745. Otway's celebrated deſcription of the 4witeh in his Orphan, is 


& vaiverfally known, I omit quoting it here; 


SCENES 
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is Secur VII. Macbeth“! Temper. 


| Yet do I fear thy nature; 
[t is tos full o ' th* milk of human kindneſs, | 
To catch the neareſt way. Thou wouldf be great; 
Art not without ambition; but without 
The illneſs ſhould attend it. What thou wouldſt highly, 
That wouldſt thou holily ; wouldſt not play falſe, 
And yet wouldſt wrongly win. 


Lady Macbeth, on the News f Duncan's approath, 
(2) The raven himſelf is hoarſe, 

That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 

Under my battlements. Come, all you ſpirits . 25 

That tend on mortal thoughts, unſex me here, 

And fill me, from the crown to th' toe, top - ſull 

Of direſt cruelty ; make thick my blood, 

Stop up thꝰ acceſs and paſſage to remorſe:.. 

That no compunctious viſitings of nature 


Shake my fell purpoſe, ( 3) nor keep peace berweeg | 


in 


In (2) The Roven, PSY It is faid in | the ſpeech which — 


% this, that the meſſenger, who brought the news 

| —— Almoſt dead for breath had fearcely more, I . 
1 Than would make up his meſſage. _ 

as” | Him the queen moſt beautifully calls the Raven. With-this hoe 
ar the reader will eaſily enter inte the ſenſe of the paſſage, and fee 
l- the abſurdity of any alteration.-By mortal thoughts is meant deſiruct» 
e: ive, deadly, & c. In which ſenſe mortal is frequently uſedt. 
8 (3) Nor keep, &c.] Mr, Fobnſon is of opinion, that no ſenſe at 
* all is expreſt by the preſent reading, and therefore he propoſes 275 
: e betwween ; the paſſage ſeems. clear to me, and. ths ſenſe as 

1 „ grant that no womaniſh tenderneſs, no compunctious 


viſitings of nature, no ſtings of conſcience, may ſhake my fell par- 

a may defeat my defign, and keep peace between it and the ef- 
ct, that is, keep my purpoſe from being executed, which is moſt 

U y.expreſt by a peace between them, which the remorſe of ber mind; 

| ſtings of her conſcience were to be the occaſion of her keeping. | 


Th' effect 


138 The Bediitits f SitnxtsÞr an; 

Th' effect and it. Come to my woman's breaſts, 
And take my milk for gaul, you murth'ring miniſters ! 
Wherever in your ſightleſs ſubſtances | 


You wait on nature's miſchieſ—Come, thick night! 


And pall thee in the dunneſt ſmoak of hell, 

That my keen knife ſee not the wound it makes ; 
Nor heav'n peep through the blanket of the dark, 
To cry, hold, hold. 


Scene IX. Macbeth Irreſalution. 


Il it were done, when 'tis done, then twere well 
It were done quickly : if th' aſſaſſination | 
Could trammel up the conſequence, and catch 
With its ſurceaſe ſucceſs ; that but this blow 

Might be the be- all, and the end all Here 
But here upon this bank and (4) ſhoal of time, 
We'd jump tht life to come. — But, in theſe caſes, 
We till have judgment here, that we but teach 
Bloody inſtructions; which, being taught, return 
To plague th' inventor. 'Even-kanded juſtice 
Returns th ingredients of out 'pdiſon'd chalice 
To our own lips. He's here in double truſt : 

Firſt, as T am his kinſman and his ſubjeR, . 

Strong both againſt the deed: (5)ihen, as his hoſt, 
Who ſhould againſt his murd'rer ſhat the door, 
Nor bear the knife my ſelf. | Beſides, this Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties ſo meek, hath been 


(a) Shoal. ] Others read fbelve. | 

\ (5) Then as, &c.] This is quite claffical : itality was held 
ſo ſacred amongſt the ancients, that the Chief of their gods was 
dignified with the title of hoſpitable. Zug Fimo, Jupiter Heſ- 
pitalis, The writings of the ancients abound with this noble prin- 
eiple, and hoſpitality is mentioned with honour in them all: this 
amongſt a thouſand other proofs, ſhews Shakeſpear to have been 
no ſtranger to the works of antiquity, 
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80 clear in his great office, that his virtues 

Will plead, like angels, trumpet-tongu'd againſt 
The deep damnation of his taking off : 

And pity, like a naked new-born babe, 

St:iding the blaſt, or heav'ns cherubin hors'd 
Upon the ſightleſs courſers of the air, 

Shall blow the horrid deed in ev'ry eye; 

That tears ſhall drown the wind I have no ſpur 
To prick the ſides of my intent, but only _ 
Vaulting ambition, which o'erleaps itſelf, 

And falls on th'other. 


Scent X. True Fortitude. 


(6) I dare do all that may become à man, | 
Who dares do more, is none. 


ACT n. SCENE I 
The murdering Scene, Macbeth ale. 


Is this a dagger which I ſee before me, 
The handle tow'rd my hand? come let me clutch thee, 
| have thee not, and yet I ſee thee till, 
Art thou not, fatal viſion, ſenſible 

To feeling, as to ſight ? or art thou but 


(6) Idare, &c,) The whole preſent ſcene well deſerves a place 
here, however I ſhall only beg leave to refer the reader to it. The 
arguments, ſays Jobnſen, by which lady Macbeth vades her 
huſband to commit the murder, afford a proof o — 
knowledge of human nature. She urges the excellence dig- 
nity of courage, a glittering idea, which has dazzled mankind 
from age to age, and animated ſometimes the hoaſe-breaker, and 
ſometimes the conqueror : but this ſophiſm Macbeth has forever 
deſtroyed, by diſtinguiſhing true from falſe fortitude, in a line and 
a half, of which it may almoſt be ſaid, that they ought to beſtow 
Immortality on the author, though his other productions had” 
been loſt,” &c, See his 26th note; 


A dag 
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A dagger of the mind, a falſe creation 

Proceeding from the heat-oppreſſed brain? 

T ſee thee yet, in form as palpable 

As thi; which now I draw ——— 

Thou marſhal't me the way that I was going? 

And ſuch an inſtrument I was to uſe. 5 

Mine eyes are made the fools o' th* other ſenſes, 

Or elſe worth all the ret— I ſee thee ſlill; 

And on thy blade and dudgeon, * gouts of blood, 
Which was not ſo before. There's no ſuch thing — 
It is the bloody buſineſs, which informs | 

Thus to mine eyes.----(7) Now o'er one half the world 
Nature ſeems dead, and wicked dreams abuſe 

The curtain'd fleep ; now witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecate's offerings : and wither'd murder, 
(Alarum'd by his centinel, the wolf, 

Whoſe howl's his watch) thus with his ſtealthy pace, 


Conn, i. e. drops. | | 
(7) Now o'er, &c.] That is, over our henifhbere all an and. 
motion ſeem to have ceaſed; © This image, which is, perhaps, the 
moſt ftriking that poetry can produce, has been adopted by Dryden, 
in his Conguc of Mexico. "> = 
All things are huſh'd as nature's; ſelf lay dead, 
The mountains ſeem to nod their drowſy head. 
The little birds-in-dreams their fongs repeat, 
And ſleeping flow'rs beneath the night-dews ſweat: 
© Even luſt and envy ſleep! 


Theſe lines, though ſo well known, I have tranſcribed, that the 
contraſt between them and this paſſage of Shakeſpear,, may be more, 
accurately obſerved, Night is deſcribed by two great poets, but. 
one-deſcribes a night of quiet, the other of. perturbation;. In the 
night of Dryden, all the diſturbers of the world are laid aſleep : in 
that of Shakeſpear, nothing but ſorcery, luſt, and murder is awake. 
He that reads Dryden, finds himſelf lull'd with ſerenity, and diſ- 

ps'd to ſolitude and contemplation : he that peruſes Shakeſpear, 
_ round alarmed, and ſtarts to find himſelf alone. One is the 


night af a lover, the other that of a murderer. Jonxsox. 
e 06." dart bhi | With 


- z 
* 


. 
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) With Tarquin's raviſhing ſtrides, tow'rds his deſign 
Moves like a ghoſt.— (9) Thou ſound and firm-ſet 
earth, i 
Hear not my ſteps, which way they walk, for fear 
Thy very ſtones prate of my whereaboutz 
And take the preſent horror from the time, 
Which now ſuits with it— whilſt I threat, he lives 
| 15 I. bell rings. 
Igo, and it is done the bell invites me. fx 
Hear it not, Duncan, for it is a knell = 
That ſummons thee to heaven, or to hell. [Exit, 


(8) With, &e.) The reading in the ald books is, 

With Tarquin's raviſhing /ides towards, &ec, | 
Which Mr. Pope alter d to that in the text. Mr. Johnſon is for 
reading, | | 

With Targuin raviſhing, ſlides tow'rd, &c« x 
Becauſe a rawiſhing  fride is an action of violence, impetuoſity, 
and tumult ; and becauſe the progreſſion of ghoſts is ſo different 


from rides, that it has been in all ages repreſented to be as 
Milton expreſſes it, 

| Smooth ſliding without ſtep. e 
It ſeems to me, the poet only ſpeaks of the ſilence, and ſecrecy 
wherewith the ghoſts were ſuppoſed to move ; and, as when 
people walk with a ſtealthy pace, or as it is called on rep-toe, 
they generally take long ſtrides, not ſtepping frequently, I ſhould 
judge /irides to be the proper reading; beſide, I think the two 
verbs coming in that manner together not entirely elegant; 
ſlides towards his defign, and moves like a ghoſt, ſeem too near a 
tautology, I am the more explicit in this paſſage, as any re- 
mark of ſo ingenious a perſon deſerves all attention, We may 
obſerve, Shakeſpear, in his poem of Targuin and Lucrece, ſays of 
Targuin entring the lady's chamber. 

Into the chamber wickedly he ſtalks. 


(g) Thou, &c,] Hear not, O earth, my fteps, left thy very 
ſhould prate, ſhould tell of where I am, and what Iam 
about to perpetrate, and by their prating, or making a noiſe, take 
away that ſilence, the preſent horror, from the time, which ſo 
well ſuits with it.“ For what could be more dreadful to fuch a 
mind as Macheth's, than ſo univerſal a filence, when all na 
deeply huſh'd, muſt ſeem to his guilty mind, as liſtening to I 
purpoſe, and attending to EEG NY . 
ater 
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Enter Lady. 


Lady. That which hath made them drunk, hath 
made me bold: 
What hath quench'd them, bath giv'n me fire, Hark 


peace! 


It was the owl that ſhriek'd, the fatal bell-man, 


Which gives the ſtern'ſt good night he is about it 
The doors are open.; and the ſurfeited grooms 


Do mock their charge with ſnores, I've drugg'd their 


poſſets, 


That death and nature do contend about them. 


Whether they live or die. 
Enter Macbeth. 

Mach, Who's there? what ho? 
Lady. Alack! I am afraid, they have awak'd ; 
And tis not done; th' attempt and not the deed, 
Confounds us——hark I laid their daggers ready, 
He could nat miſs em Had he not reſembled 
My father as he ſlept, I had don't My huſband! 

Mack. T've done the deed ———— didit thou not heat 

a noiſe ? 

Lady. I heard the owl ſcream, and Go crickets cry, 
Did not you ſpeak ? 

Mach. When? 

Lady. Now. 

' Mach. As I deſcended ? 

Lady. Ay. 
Mach. Hark! — who lies i'th' ſecond chamber 
Loch. Donalbain. 

Macb. This is a ſorry fight. [Looks on his hand: 
__ Lady. A fooliſh thought, to ſay, a ſorry ſight. 
Mach. There's one did laugh in 's ſleep, and one 

cry'd murder 


* wak d each other; and I ftood and heard by 
ut 


lath 


uk 
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But "IK did ſay their prayers, and addreſs them 
Again to fleep. 
Lady There are two lodg'd together. 
Mach, One cry'd, God bleſs w 1 and Amen, th 
other ; 
As they had ſeen me with theſe hangman's hd 
Liſtening their fear, I could not ſay, *. 
When they did ſay, God bleſs us 
Lady. Conſider it not ſo deeply. | 
Macb. But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen? 
[ had moſt need of bleſſing, and Amen 
Lady. Theſe deeds muſt not be thought, 
Aſter theſe ways; ſo, it will make us mad. 
Mach. Methought, I heard a voice cry, leep no 
more ! 
Vacbeth doth murder ſleep ; the i innocent lleep; ; 
Sleep, that knits up the ravell'd ſleeve of care, 
{10) The death of each day's life, ſore labour's bath, 
Balm of hurt minds, great nature's ſecond courſe, -, 
Chief nouriſher in life's feaſt. 
Lady: What do you mean ? 
Mach, Still it cry'd, ſleep no more, to all the houſe ; 
Glamis hath murder'd ſleep, and therefore Cawdor 
Shall ſleep no more; Macbeth ſhall ſleep no more 
Lady. Who was it, that thus cry'd'? wy (11) N 
Thane, ' | 
You do unbend your noble frength, 10 chink 5 


(10) The Death, c.] $hakeſpear- Ron eke of ſleep as 
the image of death x at the end of s 4th Scene in this Act, 
Macduff calls it death's counter feit : nen knits up the ra- 
rell'd ſleeve of care —alludes to fleav'd fi rayell's, | | 

(11) Wy, &c.] Should not this be read, 


Why, worthy Thane, TS 
Do you unbend — noble firength ? 
The interrogation ſeems not only necefſary, but beautiful. 


80 
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So brain-fickly of things ; go, get ſome water, 
And waſh this filthy witneſs from your hand. 
Why did you bring theſe daggers from the place ? 
They muſt lie there. Go, carry them, and ſmear 
The fleepy grooms with blood. 
Mach. I'll go no more; | 
I am afraid to think what l have done 
Look on't again, I dare not. 
Lady. Infirm of purpoſe ! 
Give me the daggers ; the ſleeping and the dead 
Are but as pictures; tis the eye of childhood, 
That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed, 
T'll gild the faces of the grooms withal, 
For it muſt ſeem their guilt. | [ Exit, 
2 | | Knocks within. Babe; £m 
Mach. Whence is that knocking ? Starting 
How is't with me, when every noiſe appals me ? 
What hands are here? hah! they pluck out mine 


Will all great Neptune's ocean waſh this blood 


bar, &c.] Shakeſpear had this from his brother tragedians, 
Arctorum licet 
Maotis in me gelida transfundat mare 
Er tota Tethys per meas currat manus, 
Harebit altum faci nus. Herxcul. Fur. Ac. 3. 
"Tis ſaid of Oedipus, in Sophocies, that neither the waters of the 
Danube or Phafis can waſh him and his houſe clean, 


OH Ya urarilopor urs Pacow ar 
Nuþas xabepuw Two: rm roy. 


In allufion to their expiatory waſhings in the ſea or rivers. Va- 
rious were the ceremonies of waſhing among the Jes as well a 
Gentiles ; particularly that of the hands, Hence came the pro- 
verb of doing things with unwaſbed bands ; i. e. impudently with- 
out any regard to decency and religion. Henry IV. Act 3. Fal. 
Rob me the Exchequer the firſt thing thou doſt, and do it with 
anwsſhed bands tos. Ur TON, N N 

| Clean 


e oato. 


a6 = i vwacI= S*®@© e©. 1 
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Clean from my hand? no, this my hand will rather 
Thy multitudinous ſea incarnadine, 
Making the green one redl—— 
C _* Enter Lacy, 
Lady. My hands are of your colour ; but I ſhame 
To wear a heart ſo white: I hear a knocking [Kneck, 
At the ſouth entry. Retire we to our chamber ; 
A little water clears us of this deed, © 
How eaſy is it then? your conſtancy 
Hach left you unattended- hark, more knocking! bartl. 
Get on your night-gown leſt occaſion calls us, 
And ſhew us to be watchers ; be not loſt 


So poorly in your thoughts. 


A Mach. To know my deed, were bet nor know 

myſelf. n 

, Wake, Duncan, with this Bb would, thou 
couldſt 


nine | | T3 * 


ACT IL SCENE III. 
Macbeth's guilty Conſcience, and Fears of Banqua. 
Enter Macbeth to his Lady. 
bs Lacy. How now, my lord, why do you keep alone t 
Of ſorrieſt fancies your companions making, 
Uſing thoſe thoughts, which ſhould indeed, have dy'd 
With them they think on ? things without all remedy 
c. „ Should be without regard; what's done, is done. 
f the Mac. We have ſcotch'd (12) the ſnake, not kd ĩt 


(12) Scotch'd.] This reading is Mr Theobald's, the old one is 
ſerch” d, which Mr. Upton, wou d attempt to defend by telling us, 
* the alluſion is to the ſtory of the Hydra. We AA ſcorch'd 
the ſnake, we have indeed Hercules like, cut off one of its heads, 
and ſcoreb d it, as it were, as he did, aſſiſted by Jolaus, hinder- 
ell as ing that one head, thus ſcorch'd from ſprouting again; but 
pro- ſuch a wound will cloſe and cure; our bydra-ſnake has 'other 
rich- deads ſtill, which to me are as dangerous as Duncan's, particularly 
that of Bavgue and Fleance, & The alluſion is learned and ele- 
with WW gant, Crit, Obſeryat. p. 1 54- Bur learned and elegant as it is, 
am apt to imagine Mr. Tbeobald's the true word the ſen- 
lean fence ſeems to confirm that ſuppoſition ; however Mr. Upton's 
femark is worth obſerving. 


Vor. II. H ö Shell 


mu 
n 
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She'll cloſe and be herſelf ; whilſt our poor malice 

Remains in danger of her former tooth, . 

But let both worlds disjoint, and all things ſuffer, 

Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and ſleep 

In the affliction of theſe terrible dreams, 

That ſhake us nightly, Better be with the dead, 

(W hom 'we, to gain our place, have ſent to ee 

Than on the torture of the mind to lie 

In reſtleſs ecſtaſy.— Duncan is in his grave ; ; 

After life's fitful fever, he ſleeps well; 

Treaſon has done his worſt ; nor ſteel, nor $975 

Malice domeſtick, foreign levy, WWE | 

Can touch him further! | 

25 35% 0.0.0 > 0: 0. 

O full of ſcorpions i is my mind, dear wife ! 

Thou know'lt, that Banquo, and his Fleance lives, 
Lady. But in them, nature's copy's not eternal. 
Mach. There's comfort yet, they are aſſailable; 

Then be thou jocund. Ere the bat hath flown _ 

His cloyſter'd flight, ere to black Hecat's ſummons 

The * ſhard-born beetle with his drowſy hams 

Hath rung night's yawning peal, there * N 

A deed of dreadful note. | „ 
Lac, What's to be done? «3 
Nach. Be innocent of the knowledge, deareſt chuck, 

"Til thou applaud the deed : come, f ſeeling night 

Skarf up the tender eye of pitiful! day, | 

And with thy bloody and inviſible hand 

Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond, 

Which keeps me pale ! light thickens, 1 the crow 


OE wing to th' rooky wood: 


1 Shard-born, i. e. ſays Warburton, the Beetle hatch'd in 
cle ſts of wood. Upton propoſes Parn-born, i. e. the beetle born 
from dung. See remarks on three plays of Ben Jobnſvn, p. 109. 

17 Seel, i. e. n a term in falconry. LP” 


Fool Ip EE 14 


IN 
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| 
( 
Good things of day begin to drodp, — LB | A 
Whiles night's black agents to their prey do rowze. 1 
Se ENEV. Scene changes to 4 Rem | of. State. | 
Reg, prepar'd, Macbeth, FRO * Le- 
Lords and Attendants. Lair, tel 
1 My royal lord, eres 1 en if a 
You do not give the cheer ; the feaſt is fold; 
That is not often vouched; while tis making, | | 
Tis given, with welcome. To feed, were beſt at hom; 
From thence, the ſauce to meat is 9 a 
Meeting were bare without it. 211 | 
[The ghoſt of Banquo vie, 4 our in Macbet s vs par | 
Mach. Sweet remembrancer'!! '—- 
Now good digeſtion wait on appetite, | 
And health on both ! | | #2 X 


Len. May't pleaſe your- highneſs fit ? 


Mach. Here had we now our country's honour roof d, 
Were the grac'd perſon of our Banquo preſent, — 
(Whom may I rather challenge for unkindneſs, 
Than pity for miſchance!) | 
Rofſe. His abſence, Sir, 
Lays blame upon his promiſe. Pleaſe't your kighnefs 
To grace us with your royal company ? 
Mach. The table's full. vals: [Starting 
Len. Here's a place reſerv'd, Sir, 
Mach. Where? | 
Len. Here, my good lord, | 
What is't that moves your highneſs? or oF 
Mach. Which of you have done this? fr 
Lords. What, my good lord ? I 
Mach. Thou can'ſt not ſay, I did it: never ſhake 


Thy goary locks at me. * 


Refſe. Gentlemen, riſe ; his highneſs is not 3 
Lady. Sit, worthy friends my lord is often thus, 
And hath been from his youth. Pray you, keep ſeat, 


H 2 They, 
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The fit is momentary, on a thought 
He will again be well. If much you note him, 
You ſhall offend him, and extend his paſſion ; 
Feed, and regard him not.— Are you a man ? 
[To Macb afid:, 
Mach. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that, 
Which might appal the Devil. 7 
Lady. O proper ſtuff! 
This is the air-drawn - dagger, which you ſaid, 
Led you to Duncan. Oh, theſe flaws and ſtarts 
(12) Impoſtors to true fear,) would well become 
A woman's ſtory at a winter's fire. 
Authoriz'd by her grandam, Shame itſelf 
Why do you make ſuch faces? when all's done, 
Vou look but on a ſtool. 
Macb. Pr'ythee, fee there! | 
Behold ! look! lo] how ſay you? [ Pointing to the Gh. 
Why, what care I! if thou canſt nod, ſpeak too.— 
If charnel- houſes and our graves muſt ſend 
Thoſe, that we bury, back ; our monuments 
Shall be the maws of kites. [The ghoft waniſhy. 
Lay. What? quite unmann'd in folly ? 
Mach. If I ſtand here, I ſaw him. 
Lady. Fie, for ſhame! 
8 on i , that 
ras =_ 8 * 3 mu I alle In- 
to true fear, ſometbing elſe was undoubtedly intended by 
the author, who perhaps wrote 1 1 
—— — Theſe flaws and ſtarts 
Impoſtures true to fear, &c, _ 
Theſe ſymptoms of terror and amazement might þetter become 
c ;mpoſtures true only to fear, might become a coward at the re- 
:--1 of ſuch falſhoods as no man could credit, whoſe underſtand- 
ing was not weaken'd by his terrors; tales told by a woman ow! 
A fire on the authority of her grandam. —— Mr. Warburton ex 
plains the paſſages x Pp « Theſe flaws and ftarts, as they are 
indications of your needleſs fears, are the imitators or impoſion 
only of thoſe which ariſe from a fear well-grounded, Math. 
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Mach. Blood hath been ſhed ere now i'th' olden 
time, 
Ere human ſtatute purg'd the gen'ral weal ; 
Ay, and fince too, murthers have been perform'd 
Too terrible for th' ear: the tunes have been, 
That, when the brains were out, the man would die, 
And there an end ; but now they riſe again 
With twenty mortal murthers on their crowns, 
And puſh us from our tools ; this is more ſtrange 
Than ſuch a murther is. 
Lady. My worthy lord, 
Your noble friends to lack you. 
Mach, I do forget.— 
Do not muſe at me, my moſt worthy friends, 
I have a ſtrange infirmity, which is nothing 
To thoſe that know me. Come, love and health 
to all ! | 
Then I'll fit down: give me ſome wine, fill full 
I drink to th* general joy of the whole table, 
And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miſs ; 
Would he were here! to all, and him, we thirſt, 
And all to all. 
Lords. Our duties, and the pledge. 
[The ghoſt riſes again. 
Mach. Avaunt, and quit my fight ! Let the carth 
hide thee ! 
Thy bones are marrowleſs, thy blood is cold; 
Thou haſt no ſpeculation in thoſe eyes, 
Which thou doſt glare with. 
Lady. Think of this, good peers, 
But as a thing of cuſtom ; 'tis no other; 
Only it ſpoils the pleaſure of the time. 
Mach. What man dare, I dare: = 
Approach thou like the rugged Ruſſian bear. 
The arm'd rhinoceros or Hyrcanian tyger, CITY. 
H 3 Take 
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Take any ſhape but that, and my firm nerves 
Sha'l never tremble : or, be alive again, 
And dare me to the deſert with thy ſword ; 
If trembling J inhibit, then proteſt me 
The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible ſhadow ! 
Unreal mock' ry, hence! Why, ſo, —being gone, 
F [The ghoſt vaniſßei. 
Iam a man again; pray you, fit fill. [The lords riſe 
Lady. You have diſplac'd the mirth, broke the good 
With moſt admir'd diſorder. 
Macb. (14) Can ſuck things be, 
And overcome us like a ſummer's cloud, 
Without our ſpecial wonder? You make me ſtrange 
Ev'n to the diſpoſition that (15) T owe, 
When now Tthink, you can behold ſuch fights ; * 
And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks, 
When mine 15 blanch'd with fear. | 
Roe. What fights my lord? 
Lay. E pray you, ſpeak not; he grows worſe and 
ü 
Queſlion enrages him: at once, good night. 
Stand not upon the order of your going, 
But go at once. . | | 
Len. Good night, and better health 
Attend his majeſty! ' | 
Lady. Good night, to all. [ Exeunt lords, 


(14) Can, &c.] Mr. Warburton's alteration of this paſſage is 
very wonderful; nothing can be plainer than the meaning of 
it; © Can ſuch things be, can ſuch dreadful fights as this of 
the ghoſt come over us, overcaſt us like a dreadful black ſum- 
mer cloud, without our ſhewing any amazement, without being 
at all moved at it? | | 

(5) That I owe.) Mr. Johnſon here would read know: 
& Though I had before ſeen many inſtances of your courage, 
yet it now appears in a Degree altogether: new : So that my 
bng acquaintance with your diſpoſition, does not hinder me from 


that aſtoniſhment which novelty produces. 
„ | 3. Mach, 
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Mach, It will have blood, (they ſay) blood will have 
blood : | 
Stones have * known to move, and trees to ſpeak ; 
Augurs, that "underſtood (16) relations, have 
By magpies, and oo” 5 and rooks brought 
forth - 
The ſecret'ſt man of blood. 


ACT: iw. SCENE. 
Il itches, their Power. 74 


(17) I conjure you, by that which you profeſs, 
(How eber you come to know it) anſwer me. 
Though you untie the winds, and let them fight 
Againſt the churches ; though, the yeſty wayes 
Confound and ſwallow navigation up; 
Though bladed corn be lodg d, a trees blown 

down, 

Though caſtles topple on their —— heads 3 
Though palaces and pyramids. do ſlope 
Their heads to their foundations ; though the treaſure 
* Of nature's germins tumble all together, 
Even till deſtruction ſicken; anſwer me 
To what I ask you. 


SCEN £ IV. Malcolm's Character of himſelf. - 


Mal. But I have none ; the king-becoming graces, 
As juſtice, verity, temp'rance, ſtableneſs, 
Bounty, 8 rance, mercy, lowlineſs, 


(16) Relations.) By the word relation, is underſtood the 
connection of effects with cauſes; to underſtand relations as an 
zugur, is to know how thoſe things relate to each other, which 
have no viſible combination or dependance, JouNs0N, 

(17) See Vol. I. p. 116, and n. 21. 

* king Lear, p. 125. n. 15. 


—_ Devo. 
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Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude, 
I have no reliſh of them ; but abound 
In the diviſion of each ſeveral crime, 
Acting it many ways. Nay, had I power, I ſhould 
Pour the ſweet milk of concord into hell, 
Uproar the univerſal peace, confound 
All unity on earth. 
Macd. Oh Scotland ! Scotland ! 
Mal. If ſuch a one be fit to govern, _— 
I'm as I have ſpoken. 
Macd. Fit to govern ? 
No, not to live. Oh, nation miſerable, _ 
With an untitled tyrant, bloody-ſcrptred ! 
When ſhalt thou ſee thy wholeſome days again ? 
Since that the trueſt iſſue of thy throne 
By his own interdiction ſtands accurſt, 
And does blaſpheme his breed. Thy royal ſather 
Was a moſt ſainted king; the queen that bore thee, 
Oftner upon her knees than on her feet, 
* Dy'd every day ſhe liv'd. Oh! fare thee well! 
Theſe evils, thou repeat'ſt upon thyſelf, 
Have baniſh'd me from Scotland. Oh, my breaſt ! 


Thy hope ends here, 
Macduff, this noble paſſion, 


Child of integrity, hath from my ſoul 
Wip'd the black ſcruples ; reconcil'd my thoughts 
To thy good truth and honour, Deviliſh Macbeth 
By many of theſe trains hath ſought to win me 
Into his pow'r : and modeſt wiſdom plucks me 
From over-credulous haſte ; but God above 
Deal between thee and me! for even now 

I put my ſelf to thy direction, and 

* Unſpeak mine own detractien; here abjure 


* Dy'd; &c.} This is plainly taken from St. Paul 1 die 
dnily, 
* 55 the whole ſcene, 


The 
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The taints and blames I laid upon myſelf, 

For ſtrangers to my nature. I am yet 
Unknown to woman, never was forſworn, 

Scarcely have coveted what-was mine own, 

At no time broke my faith, would not betray 

The devil to his fellow, and delight 

No leſs in truth, than life : my firſt falſe-ſpeaking 
Was this upon myſelf. What I am truly, IS 
Is thine, and my poor country's, to ne. 


Scene VI. An oppreſ”d Country. 


Alas, poor country, 
Almoſt afraid to know itſelf ! It cannot 
Be call'd our mother, but our grave; where nothing, 
But who knows nothing, is once ſeen to ſmile: 
Where ſighs and groans, aud ſhrieks that rend the air, 
Are made, not mark'd ; where violent ſorrow ſeems 


A modern ecſtaſy : the dead-man's knell 
there ſcarce aſk'd, for whom : and good mens lives 


Expire before the flowers in their caps, 
Dying, or ere they ficken. 


Macduff, on the Murder of his Wife and Children, 


Roſe: Would, I could anſwer 
This comfort with the like ! but I have words, 
That would be howl'd out in the deſart air, 
Where hearing ſhould not catch them. 

Macd. What concern they? 
The gen'ral cauſe ? or is it a free- grief, 
Due to ſome ſiogle breaſt ? | | 

Roſe No mind, that's honeſt, 
But in it ſhares woe; 24 
Pertains to you alone. 
Macd. If it be mine, 


H 5; 
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Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 

Roſe. Let not your ears deſpiſe my tongue for ever, 
Which ſhallipoſſeſs them with the heavieſt ſound, 
That evef yet they heard. 

Macd* Hum 1! I gueſs at it. 

Raſſe. Your caſtle is ſurpriz'd, your wife and babes 
Savagely ſlaughter'd; to relate the manner, 

Were on the quarry of theſe murther'd deer 
To add the death of you. 

Mal. Merciful heav'n! 

What, man ! ne'er pull your hat upon your brows; 
Give ſorrow words ; the grief, that does not ſpeak, 
Whiſpers the o'er-fraught heart, and bids it break, 

Macd. My children too. 

Refe. Wife, children, ſervants, all that could be 


found. 
Macd. And I muſt be from thence ! my wiſe kill'd 
too ! 


% 


Rafe. I've ſaid. 
Mal. Be comforted. | 
Let's make us med'cines of our great revenge, 
To cure this deadly grief. 
Macd. (18) He has no children. — All my pretty 
ones ? r 
Did you ſay all? what, all ? oh, hell-kite ! all ? 
What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam, 
At one fell ſwoop ? 
Mal. Diſpute it like a man. 
Macd. I ſhall doſo: 


(18) He has, &c.] Nothing can be more natural than this re- 
flectien; the father's thoughts are wholly engroſſed by his miſ- 
forture, and diſregarding what Malcolm ſays to him, he burſts 
out into this pathetic exprobation of the tyrant 3 Conſtance in king 
Jobn ſpeaks thus to Pandolpb, | | 


He talks to me that never had a ſon ! 
. But 


er, 


MACBET H. 155 
But I muſt alſo feel it as a man. 
cannot but remember ſuch things were, 
That were moſt precious to me : did heav'n look on, 
And would not take their part? ſinful Macduff, 
They were all truck for thee ! naught that I am, 
Not for their own demerits, but for mine, 
Fell laughter on their ſouls ; heav'n reſt them now 
Mal. Be this the whetſtone of your ſword, let 
grief 
Convert to wrath : blunt not the heart, enrage it. 
Macd. O, 1 could play the woman 2 mine 
eyes, ö 
And braggart with my tongue. But, gentle heav'n! 
Cut ſhort all intermiſſion : front to front, 
Bring thou this fiend of Scotland and myſelf ; 
Within my ſwords length ſet him, if he ſcape, 
Then heav'n forgive him too! 
Mal. This tune goes manly : 
Come, go we to the king, our power is ready; 
Our lack is nothing but our leave. Macbeth 
Is ripe for ſhaking} and the powers above 
Put on their inſtruments. Receive what cheer you 


| 7 
The night! is long that never finds the * 
2 LEraunt. 
ACT v. SCENE I ö 


Enter Lady Macbeth with a Taper. 


Gent. Lo, you! here ſhe comes: this is her v 
gaiſe,” and, upon my life, faſt aſleep ; obſerve * 
ſtand cloſe. 

Dock. How came ſhe by that light? 
Gent. Why, it ſtood by her: ſhe has light 0 per” 
continually, 'tis her command, __— 
Dow. 


| 
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De8. You ſee, her eyes are open. 4 
Gent. Ay, but their ſenſe is ſhut. a 
Dog. What is it ſhe does now? look how ſhe rubs | 

her hands; 

Gent. It is an accuſtom'd action with her, to ſeem 
thus-waſhing her hands: I have known her continue in 


this a quarter of an hour. 

Lady. Yet here's a ſpot. 

Dog. Hark, ſhe ſpeaks. I will ſet down what 
cames from her, to ſatisfy my remembrance the more 
_ ſtrongly. 

Lady. Out! damned ſpot; out, I fa one ; two; 
why then tis time to do't— hell is murky. Fy, my 
lord, fy, a ſoldier, and afraid ? what need we fear who 
knows it, when none can call our power to account ? 
vet who would have thought the old man to have 
had ſo much blood in him ? 

Doc. Do you mark that? 

Lach. The Thane of Fife had a wife : where is ſhe 
now ? what, will theſe hands ne'er be clean ?———no 
more o' that, my lord, no more o that: you mar all 


with this ſtarting. 
De. Go to, go to; you, have known Shar you 


ſhould not. 

Gent. She has ſpoke what ſhe ſhould not, I am ſure 
of that: heaven knows, what ſhe has known. 

Lady. Here's the ſmell of the blood ſtill : all the 
perfumes of Arabia will not fweeten this * hand. 
Oh! oh! oh! 

Doc. What a ch is there? the heart is N 

charg'd. | 
Gent. I would not have ſuch a heart in my boſom, 
for the dignity of the whole body, 

Dec. Well, well, well — 


Graz. Pray God it be, Sir. 
2 Da. 
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Do. This diſeaſe is beyond my practice: yet I have 
known thoſe which have walk'd in their leep, whe 
have died holily-in their beds. 

Lady. Waſh your. hands, put on your nightgown, : 
look not ſo pale tell you yet again Banquo's bu- 
tied ; he cannot come out of his grave. | 

DoF. Even fo? 

Lady. To bed, to bed ; ; there's knocking at the gate: 
come, come, come, come, give me your hand : what's 
done, cannot be undone. 'To bed, to bed, to bed. 


Scene III. Defſpiid Old: Age. | 


I have liv'd long ey (18) my way of life 
Is ſall'n into the ſear, the yellow leaf: _ 
And that which ſhould accompany old age, 
As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, 
I muſt not look to have: but, in their ſtead, 
Curſes, not loud but deep, mouth-honour, breath, 
Which the poor heart would feign deny, anddare noc. 


18). My wv © atk Way may be explained by-—- the progreſs 
3 of 9 life „ but I muſt own, Mr. Jab be 's pr 4 
appears very plauſible : ©* as, ſays he, there is no relation between 
the way f life, and Fallen into the ſear, I am inclined to believe, 
that the w is only an m inverted, and, that it was 2 
written my may of life- 

I am now paſſed from the ſpring to the autumn of my days, 
but 1 am without thoſe comforts that ſucceed the ſprightlineſs of 
bloom, and ſupport me in this melancholy ſeaſon.” . 

The words the ſear, and yellow leaf, ſeem greatly to counte- 
nance this _ ures 

old age] Sampſon enumerating his ſorrows, laments the miſery 
of being ä —— tible in his old-ape 7 : 

— = To viſitants a gaze 

Or pity'd object; theſe redundant locks, | 

Robuſtious to no purpoſe, cluſtring down, 14 

Vain. monument of, ſtrength, till length of years, 

And ſedentary numbneſs craze my limbs 

To a . old age obſcure, 
* 6 * Milton's Samſon Agony 


Diſeaſes 


. 
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©, Diſeaſes of (the Mind, incuradle. 


Canſt thou not miniſter to a mind diſeas'd, 
Pluck from the memory a rooted forrow,, _ 
Raze out the written troubles of the brain; 
And. with ſome ſweet (19) oblivious antidote, 
Cleanſe the ſtuff d boſom of that perilous ſtuff, 
Which Ne. _ . * 15 


(20) To-n -morraw 10% to- moitrow, bt to-morrow; 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 
To the laſt ſyllable of recorded time; 
And all our N have lighted fools 


(19) OBliviows, K. 17 Alluding to the . a certain 
mixture, of which ern ge was one of the ingredients. Homer 
Od. 4. 221. | 
Nurresbeg r dere, XAKWY ne rates 
j. e. the oblivious ant, dote, cauſing the forgetfulneſs of all the 
evils'of tife, What is remarkable, had Shakeſpear underſtood 
Greek as well as Jonſen, he could not more cloſely have expreſſed 
the meaning of the old bard. - Upton. 

(20) To, &c.] A cry being heard, Macbeth enquires, Where- 
fore it was 2, ned in caberes, the 1 is dead: ; upon which he 
obſeryes 

Sbe moble 150 a0 WI be 

There would have been, 2 time for ſuch” a word: 
' To-morrow, GW. 


She mould not have died now, any time hereafter, to-morrow or 
no matter when, it would have been more pleaſing than the pre- 
ſent: this naturally raiſes in his mind the falſe notion of our 
thinking to-morrow will be happier than to-day. but to- mor- 
row and to-morrow fteals over us unenjoy'd and unregarded, and 
we ſtill linger in the lame ee tor. the moment 
for our end. &. | 


Mr. Jobnſon is 15 — | 
There would have been a time for—fuch a _— 


To- morrow; c. 


His.conje&ture ſeeras ragher beautiful than juſt, See note 44+ 
The 


MACBETH. - Pg. 


The way to (21) ſtudy death. Out, out, brief candle! 
Life's but a walking ſhadow, a poor player 

That ſtruts and frets his hour upon the ſtage, 

And then is heard no more! it is a tale, 

Told by an idiot, full of ſound and fury, 


Signifying nothing ! 


(21) Study, &c.] i. e. the time itſelf, the yeſterdays that are 
paſt, teach even fools to fiudy death: death is a leſſon fo eaſily 
learnt, that fools themſelves, inform'd by the very time can rea- 
ſon and moralize upon it. See As you like it, p. 17. This is a 
fine and juſt ſenſe; and this doubtleſs is Shakeſpear's true word: 
the firſt folio reads daſiy death, i. e. ſays Mr. Theobald, the death 
which reduces us to duſt and aſhes ; and the ſecond ſtudy ; either 
give good ſenſe, the latter appears to me greatly preferable. In 
the 6th Scene of the Iſt Act of this play, ſpeaking of Catudor 3 
dying, he ſay s, 

—— He dy'd 
As one that had been fudicd in his death 
To throw, &c. 
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OTHELL0O. 


ACT 1. SCENE LI. g 
PREFERMENT. | 


I 8 the curſe of ſervice ; ; 

Preferment goes by letter, and affection, 
And not (1) by old gradation, where = ſecond 
Stood heir to th' fuſt. 


In diſpraiſe f Honeſty. 


| We cannot all be maſters, nor all maſters 
1 Cannot be truly follow'd. You ſhall mark 

| Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave, 
That, doting on his own obſequious bondage, 
Wears out his time, much like his maſter's aſs, 


Gas #—c—” 6c. .u 


„ 


| For nought but provender, and when he's old, caſhier'd; N 
Whip me ſuch honeſt knaves. Others there are 1 
Who trimm'd in forms and viſages of duty, l 
Keep yet their hearts attending on themſelves; 1 
And throwing but ſhows of ſervice on their lords, E 
Well thrive by them; and when they have lin'd their i * 
coats, 
Do themſelves homage. Theſe folks have ſome ſcul, * 
And ſuch a one do 1 profeſs myſelf. For, Sir, Se 
It is as ſure as you are Roderigo, , 


and uſual method formerly practis d. It is a very common man- 


(1) By old, &c.] i. e. by the old and former gradation, the old - 
ly in uſe. | 
ner of expreſſion, when ſpeaking of any thing formerly * 4 


* - 


d 
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) Were I the Moor, I would not be Jago: 

la following bim, I ſollow but myſelf. — 
Heav'n is my judge, not I, for love and duty, 

But ſeeming ſo, for my peculiar end: 

For when my outward action doth demonſtrate 

The native act and figure of my heart 

ln compliment extern, tis not long after 

But Iwill wear my heart upon my fleeye, 

For daws peck at; T am not what I ſeem. 


Scene IV. Love the ſole Motive of Othello's 
marrying. | 
For know Iago, a 
But that I love the gentle Deſdemona, 
I would not my unhouſed free condition 
Put into circumſcription and confine,” 
For the ſeas world. 


SCENE vin. Othello's Relation of his Courtſhip 
| to the Senate. 


Moſt potent, grave, and reverend bgniors, 
My very noble, — approv'd good maſters; . 
That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter, 
It is moſt true ; true I have married her ; 
The very head, and front of my offending, 
Hath this extent; no more. Rude am I in my ſpeech, 
And little bleſs'd with the (3) ſoft phraſe of peace: 


(2) Were I, Kc. ] This bears ſome reſemblance to that cele- 
brated anſwer of Alexander which nus ſo greatly commend$-- 
See his eſſay on the ſublime, ſet, 9. When Parmenio cried, I 
would accept theſe propoſals; if I was Alexander ;* Alexander made 
this noble reply, And ſo would I, if I was Parmenio,” His 
anſwer ſhew'd the greatneſs of his mind, mY the learned Dr. 
Pearce's note on the paſſage, 


(3) Soft] i. e. gentle, perſuaſive, nb by frac had ; 
men of peace, See Vol. 1. p 177. n. 6. 


For 
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For ſince theſe arms of mine had ſeven years pith, 
"Til now, ſome nine moons waſted, they have us'd 
Theirdeareft action, in the tented geld; 

And little of this great world can I ſpeak, 

More than pertains to feats of broils znd battle; 3 
And therefore little ſhall I grace my cauſe, 

In ſpeaking for myſelf. Yet by your gracious patience, 
J will a round unvarniſh'd tale deliver, 


Of my whole courſe of love. What drugs, what 
. charms, . . 
at con juration, and what mighty magick, 


For ſuch proceeding Lam charg'd withal) 
I won his daughter wit“. 

Her father lov'd me, oft invited me; 
Still queſtion d me the ſtory of my life, 
From year to year; the battles, battles, Heger, fortunes, 
That I have paſt. S309 1 
L ran it through, e'en from my boyiſh days, 
To th' very moment that he bad me tell i:: 
- Wherein I ſpoke of moſt diſaſtrous chances, 
Of moving accidents by flood and field; 
Of hair-breadth*ſcapes i” th* imminent deadly breach; 
Of being taken by the infolent foe, © © 
And ſold tolavery ; of my redemption thence, | 
(4) And pony ck it all my. travels hiſtory, yen 


* * * * 4 VTIY 24 
oy All theſe to hear 
Would Deſdemona ſeriouſly incline; - 


But ſtill the houſe affairs would draw her thence, 


Which ever. as the could with, haſte diſpatch, 

hich 

) Ard, Kc.) I have omitted here: five otic lines, W 
| as inv'eed capable of defence, cannot well be ad os * — 
ties. The fimpleft expreſſions, where nature ropriety ? 

may be truly ſublime ; _ ſuch is all 2 l of _ 
* Portange in others read. 
| * She! 


TY ” * 
- 1 5 


©, . FF Ye . . TOO RT YELP 
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'hich 


heau- 


tate, 
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She'd come again, and with a greedy ear 

Devour up my diſcourſe: which I obſerying, 

Took once a pliant hour, and found good means 

To draw from her a prayer of earneſt heart, 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 

Whereof by parcels ſhe had ſomething heard, 

But not diſtinctively; I did conſent, 

Aud often did beguile her of her tears, 

When I did ſpeak of ſome diſtreſsful ſtroke, 

That my youth ſuffer'd. My ſtory being done, 

She gave me for my pains a world of ſighs ; 

She ſwore in faith, twas ſtrange, twas paſſing ſtrange, | 
"Twas pitiful, tas wendrous pitiful—— 

She wiſh'd ſhe had not heard it, yet ſhe 3 

That heav'n had made her ſuch a man; ſhe thank' d 

And bad me, if I had a friend that loy'd her, 

I ſhoald but teach him how to tell my ſtory ; Te 
And that would woo her. On this hint I ſpake 5 py 
dhe loy'd me for the dangers I had paſt, 
And I lov'd her, that ſhe did pity 8 u 


ACT II. SCENE. VL | 
Perfect Content. 


O my ſoul's joy ! 
If after every tempeſt comes ſuch calms, *3'g 
May the winds blow, till they have weaken'd death : 
(5) And let the labouring bark climb hills of ſeas 


(5) And, &e.] This is plainly taken from that Pſa's, which 
the reader will find quoted in note 7. p. 142. of vol. 1. the latter 
part of this paſſage is very like one in the Eunuch of Terence, where 
Charea in a tranſport of delight, breaks aut into the following ex- 


tion ; 
Frob Jupiter 


Nunc Fempus profetto eſt, cum PREY me peſo rater fey; , 
* vita aligud boc gaudium contaminet agritudine 


A. 3. 8. 5. 
Oh 
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Olympus high; and duck again as low 

As hell's from heaven. If I were now to die, 
'T were now to be moſt happy ; for I fear 

My ſoul hath her content ſo abſolute, 

That not another comfort like to this 

Succeeds in unknown fate. | 


ACT IL SCENE v. 


A Lover's Exclamation. 


(6) Excellent wretch ! perdition catch my ſoul, 
But I do love thee, and when I love thce not, 
Chaos is come again. 


Othello's fir/t Suſpicion. 
Think, my lord! why, by heaven, thou echo'ſt me; 
As if there were ſome monſter in thy thought 
Too hideous to be ſhewn. Thou doſt mean ſomething: 
I heard thee ſay but now, thou lik'ſt not that. — 
When Caſſio left my wife. What did'ſt not like? 


Oh Tupiter ! _. | 
Now is the time that I could gladly yield to death ; 
Left life with ſome afflition ſhould pollute 
My heart's content; | G. E. 


(6) Wretch] This word is found in all the copies ; but ge- 
Vertheleſs Mr. Theobald and the Oxford editor read wencb, 
which tho” - doubtleſs it was © not formerly uſed in the lo- 
and vulgar acceptation it is at preſent,” (ſee pager73) get 
I am perſuaded Shakeſpear gave us wwretch, and Mr. Upton's rem uk 
ſeems very juſt and beautiful: ſpeaking of D-ſdemona's name, 
which is deriv'd from Avodaiuwn, i. e. the unfortunate ; be fays, 
* and I make no queſtion, but Othelle, in his rapturous admirs” 
2 with ſome alluſion to her name exclaims, Excellent twretch, 

c. 
The antient tragedians are full of theſe alluſions; ſome in. 
ſtances I have mention'd above: this rapturous exclamation and 
allufion too has ſomething ominous in it; and inſtances of theſe 
preſaging and ominous expreſſions our poet is full pf. See Cii- 
tical Obſervations, p. 303. And 


e 


OTHELLO. 
And when 1 told thee, epic 


165 


Of my whole courſe of wooing ; thou cried'ſt, indeed?" 


And did'ſt contract and purſe thy brow together ; 
As if thou then had'ſt ſhut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit: if thou doſt love me 
Shew me thy thought. | he d 
lago. My lord, you know I love you. - 
0:4. I think thou doſt: 
And for I know thou'rt full of love and honeſly, 


C4 


And weigh'ſt thy words before thou giv'ſt them breath, 


Therefore theſe ſtops of thine fright me the more: 


For ſuch things, in a falſe diſſoyal knave, 

Are tricks of cuſtom ; but in a man that's juſt, 
They're cold dilations working Ne che heart, 
That paſſion cannot rule. 


215710 Ne 


Good name in man and woman, dear my lord, 


Is the immediate jewel of their ſouls ; 


(y) Who ſteals my Rn ſteals traſh, *tis ſomething, 


f nothing; 


"'T was 


(7) Who, &c.] Mr. Theobald obſerves, * Of riches, and other 
10. temporal poſſeſſions being uncertain, and often changing their 


hb, maſters, we meet with ſeveral paſſagesin the claſſics, which might 
5 have given our author a hint for this ſentiment. 
a” Nane ager, &c. Hon. Sat. 2. I. 2. 
we, That which was once Ofellus farm is gone, 
Now call'd Umbrina's, but tis no man's own ; 

2 None hath the property: it comes and goes, 
rl As merry chance or ſtubborn fates diſpoſe : a 

8 As gods think fit, and their firm nods decree, 

* Now to be undd Whore then by me. 1 Creech, 
and This Lucian ſeems to have imitated in an epig! 
eſe 0 3 . 
i- 2* 4 & — % hy" Fs * | 7 | 
ind | | | ry K 1 Sos J ene 


* 
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"Twas mine, tis his, and has been ſlaves to thouſands; 
But he that filches from me my good name, 
Robs me of that, which not enriches him, 
And makes me page: indeed, 


SCENE vI. Othello Solbloguy after having bem 

= workd'up fo Fealouſy, by Lago. 
This fellow's of exceeding honeſty, 

And knows all qualities with a learned ſpirit, 

Of human dealings. (8) If I prove her haggard, 

Though that her jeſſes were my dear heart-ſtrings, 

I'd whiſtle her off, and let her down the wind 

To prey at fortune. Haply, for I'm black, 

And have not thoſe ſoft parts of converſation, 

That chamberers have; or- for I am declin'd 

Into the vale of years, yet that's not much 

She's gone, I am abus'd, and my relief 

Muſt be to loath her. Oh, the curſe of marriage ! 

That we can call theſe delicate creatures ours. 

And not their appetites ! I had rather be a toad, 

And live upon-the vapour of a dungeon, 

Than keep a corner in the thing I love, 

For others uſes. 


'Sezxs VII. FEALOUSY, 


1 Trifles light as air, 
* to the jealous, confirmations ſtrong, 
As proots of Holy writ. 


I once was Acbemenides his "Why 
4 And now Menippus claims me for his own, 
Thus paſs I ſtill from one to t others hand; 
Nor this, not that mans; I belong to none, 
But change as fortune pleaſes to command. 
l FI, cs? All the metaphor here is taken from falconry, 
e beautifully kept up. | on 


SCEvNE 


U 
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P4122 0ms> erb com fat 
Scens VIII The Tartures o/ Feat, | 
Buter Othello. 
lago. Look, where he comes ! not Poppy, nor r man- 
dragora, 
Nor all the drouſy ſyrups of the world; 
Shall ever medicine thee to that ſweet deep, 
(9) Which thou ow'df yeſterday. 
0th. Ha! falſe to me! Fo 
logo, Why, how now, general, no more of that. 
Ob. Avant, be gone; thou haſt ſet me on the wreck; 
[ſwear 'tis better to be much abus'd, 
Than but to know a little. 
lago. How, my lord. 
0th: What ſenſe had J, of her ſtol'n wakes of luſt ? 
[{aw't not, thought it not, it harm'd not me: 
| ſlept the next night well, fed well, was free and 
merry, | 
found not Caſſio's kiſſes on her lips; 
He that is robb'd, not wanting what is ſtol'n, 
Let him not know t, and he's not robbꝰd at all. 
Igo. I am ſorry to hear this. © 91.2. 
Och. J had been happy, if the Sherk camp,” © _ \ 
Pioneers and all, had taſted her ſweet body, BED | 
$ I had nothing known. Oh now, for ever 
Farewel the tranquil mind. Farewel content: 
Farewel the plumed troops, and the big e Ad 1 
That make ambition virtue! Oh farewel. 240: ts 
Farewel the neighing ſeed, and the-ſhrill e 
The ſpirit- ſtirring drum, th? ear piercing kife, ax. 
The royal banner, and all quality, tA 
Pride, pomp, and circumſtance of glorious war: 
And O you mortal engines, whoſe rude throats 10 f 
\ io I 1. p. W 8. Ar fk 1 482 1 


6 4 a4 l 
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Th' immortal Jove's dread clamours counterfeit, 
Farewel} Othello's"occupation's gone. | 
lago. Is't poſlible, my Lord? 
Otb. Villain, be ſure thou prove my love a whore; 
Be ſure of it : give me the ocular proof, 
{ Catching hold on lin 
Or by the manh of mine eternal ſoul, 


Thou hadft been better have been born a dog, 
Than anſwer my wak'd wrath. 

Jago. Is't come to this? | 

Oth. Make me to ſee't, or, at the leaſt, A Wy it, 
That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop, 
To hang a doubt on : or woe 1 thy life. 

Jago. My noble lord. 

Otb. If thou doſt ſlander her, ST torture me, 
Never pray more; abandon all remorſe; 
On horrors head, horrors accumulate, 
Do deeds to make heav'n weep, all earth amaz d; 
For nothing canſt thou to damnauon * 
Greater than that. 

Jago. O grace! O heay'n forgive m me! 
Are you a man ? have you a ſoul ? or ſenſe ? 
God be wi' you: take mine office. O wretched fool, 


That liv'ſ to make thine honeſty a vice! de 
Oh monſtrous world ! take note, take note, O world, | 
To be direct and honeſt, is not ſafe. ,, _ | * 
I thank you for this profit, and from hence... __ Bi 


I'll love no friend, ſith love breeds ſuch offence. 
Otb. Nay, ſtay - thou ſhould'ſt be honeſt, 


Jago. I ſhould be wiſe, for honeſty's a fool, ( 
And loſes that ir ans for. | 

Oth:"By the word. | 
1 think my wife is honeſt, and think me is not; Ia 
I think that thou art juſt, and think thou art not; ] 


IU have ſome proof. Her name that was as freſh 1 
5 A. 


it, 


ol, 


| 
A 
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M Dian's viſage, is now begrim'd and black 
as mine own face. If there be cords or knives, 


Poiſon, or fire, or ſuſſocating ſtreams, 
Il not — it. Waun 1 were fatisfied ! 


4 C iv. SCENE VI. 


Othello's Speech after — * receiv'd the Mandate 
when confirm'd in his Suſpicions. 

Ay! you did wiſh that I would make her turn: 

dir, ſhe can turn and turn, and yet go on, 

And turn again. And ſhe can weep, Sir, weep; 

And ſhe's obedient :' as yon ſay-obedientz 

Very obedient—proceed you in your tears 

n this, Sir—oh well painted paſſion !— | 

am commanded home — get you away, 

[']l ſend for you anon Sir, I obey the mandate, 

And will return to Venice Hence, avant! [ Fx. Def. 

Cafſio ſhall have my place. And, Sir, to night 

do entreat, that we may ſup together. 

You are welcome, Sir, to Cyprus 

Goats and-monkies! [Exit Othello. 


SCENE IX. His pathetic Upbraiding of his Wife- 
Dy. Upon my knee, what doth your ſpeech . 71 

| underſtand a fury ant; x wl = 

Bat not your words. ; * 
Oth, Why? what art thou? Ea | 
Def Your wife, my lord; your true and loyal wife. 
Orb. Come ſwear it; damn thy ſelf, leſt being like 

UF heav'n, the devils themſelves ſhovid fear to went 

Therefore be double-damn'd ; ſwear thou Wee 
Deſ. Heaven doth ** know i it. | * 
Vor. II 2 2 #24 WES 0 


2 
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Otb. Heaven truly know. 
That thou art falſe as hell. 
Def. To whom, my lord? | 
With whom? How am I falſe? | | 
Och. Ah, Deſdemona, away, away, away 
De/. Alas the heavy day! why do you weep ? 
Am I the motive of theſe tears, my lord? 
If-haply you my father doſuſpe&, -  - 
An inſtrument of this your calling back, 
Lay not your blame on me; if you have loſt him, 
Why I have loſt him too. 
Oth. Had it pleas d heaven. TY 
To try me with, affliction, had he rain dg 
All kind of ſores, and ſnames on my bare head. 
Steep'd.me in poverty to the very liß?ʒ?ʒ: 
Given to captivity me and my hopes 
I ſhould have found in ſome Place of my ſoul - | 
A drop of patience. But alas, to make me 
A fixed figure for the hand of ſcorn . + | | 
To point his flow un-moving finger at—— _-., 
Yet could I bear that, too, well, very well? 
But there, where I have garner'd up my heart, 
Where either I muſt live, or bear no life, 4 
The fountain from the which my current runs, 
Or elſe dries up, to be diſcarded tbence: 
Or keep it as a ciſtern, for foul toads 
To knot and gender in; (20) Turn thy complexion 
: there, OT EN TENT TR WT i Q 
{40) Turn, &c.] i. e. Patience, thou young, &c. there, [upon the 
Geht of that, a fight ſo ſhocking and intolerable] turn thy cem- 
plexion---Ay, do more than that, not only turn thy complexion but 
lock grim as bell, horrible as a fiend, and unlike” thyſelf, a youry 
and roſe- lip d cberubin. This is a natural and fine ſenſe, and thus 
the words tome neareſt thoſe found in the old editions: the 0x- 
ford editor reads, 47 Whit $4503. avi 11) 
- _* 5 There, there look grim as hellt. 2 


, 


x 
# 2 


OT HELLO. 


Patience, thou young and roſe-lip'd un, 
Ay, there look grim as hell. | 
Deſ. 1 hope my noble lord eſteems me oY 
0th. Oh, ay, as ſummer-flies are in the — 
That quicken even with blowing. (11) O thou weed! 


Who art ſo lovely fair, and ſmell'ſt fo ſweet, 
That the ſenſe akes at thee; 


Would thou had'ſt ne'er been born! ds 
Def. Alas! what ignorant ſin have'T commititea' wad 
Otb. Was this fair paper, this moſt goodly book, 

Made to write whore upon ? what, What aro 

Committed ? Oh, thou public rr * 

I ſhould make very forges of my cheeks, ** 15 | 

That would to-cynders burn up modeſty, * 1 

Did I but ſpeak thy deeds. What, what committed? | 

Heav'n ſtops the noſz at it, and the moon winks ; 26 

The bawdy wind, that kiſſes-all it meets, 

Ls huſh'd withinthe hollow mine of earth, arka 


171 | 


And will not hear't. bat — * een 
ſtrumpet! urg % 0 
Def. bs Fer lata tr 


0th. Are not you a ſtrumpet? 

Def. No, as I am a chriſtian. 
If to preſerve this veſſel ſor my lord 
From any other ſoul, unlawful touch, 
Be not to be a ſtrumpet, I am none. 

Orb. What, not a whore? 

Deſ. No, as 1 ſhall be ſaved. 

Otb. Is't poſſible ? 


— 


And Mr. Warburton, 


Turn thy complexion thence, — 
I here look grim as hell. 


0 O thou, &c ] This paſſage ſeems to need no alteration : 
* Oh thou weed---who art not only ſo 4 inviting us do 
ſmell, but aljo def really ſmell ſo fever that, 
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De/. Oh, heav'n forgive us. 
Otb. I cry you mercy, then. 
T took you for that cunning whore of Wann 
That married n Othello. 


SCE 1 Xl. 'Deldemona's Faithfulneſs. 


» 

Alas! Tago. | 
What ſhall. I do to win my lord again ? 
Good friend, go to him; for by this light of heav'n, 
1 know, not how I loſt him. (t) Here I kneel ; [ Kneeling 
If e'er my will did treſpaſs gainſt his love, 
Or-in diſcourſe, or thought, or actual deed ; 
Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any ſenſe. 
Delighted them on any other form: ; 
Or that I da not yet, and ever did, 
And ever will, though he do ſhake me off | 
To beggarly divorcement, love him dearly, 
Comfort forſwear me. Unkindneſs may do much, 
And his unkindneſs may defeat my le, 

But never taint my love. 


(12) Ses page 60 preceding. 
— Duties testamina noſtra pudict 


Reppulerint mores : quoties, ego, dixerit, uni 
Ser vor, ubicunguze e; uni mea gaudia ſervo, 


/ / | 2 Orid. Met, L. 7. 


ler anſwer was, oft as my ſuit I preſs'd, 
For one alone 1 guard this fpotleſs breaft, 
To one, where'er he is, from me disjoyn' d, 
The wiſhes of my foul are all confin'd. 
CY 


Pork. 


ACT 


4 >, 


— 


And ſmooth as monumental alabaſler: 


It ſtrikes, where it doth love. * 


* * : 
* -, 


_— OTHELLO.. _ 339 | 


ACT V. SCENE VI. 


A Bed-chamber : : Deſdemona i: . ſp in 

Eater Othello with a bebe and a ard... 

0h. It is the cauſe, it is the cauſe, my foul ; 4 

Pet me not name it to you, ye chaſt ſtars, = 
It is the cauſe.— Vet Ill not ſhed her blood, 

Nor ſcar that whiter ſkin of hers than ſnow, 


| [Lays down den the PRO 
Yet ſhe muſt die, elle ſhe'll betray more men 
(13) Put out the light, and then put out the W 
If I quench thee thou flaming miniſter, | * 
I can again thy former light reſtore, 
Should I repent ; but once put out thy light. 
Thou cunning'ſt pattern of excelling nature, 
I know not where is that Promethean heat, 
That can thy light re-lumine. {Sets down the taper. 
When I have pluck'd thy roſe, 
I cannot give it vital growth again; 
It needs muſt wither. —I'll ſmell thee on the tree. 

[ Kring per. 

O balmy breath, that doſt almoſt perſuade _ 
Juſtice to break her ſword. One more, one more; 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 
And love thee after. One more, and that's the laſt; 
So ſweet, was ne'er fo fatal. I maſt weep, 
But they are cruel tears: this ſorrows heavy ; 


cs a. a——_ 
+ __ 
4 — 


— — 


- 
* - » Cy 
- _ 1 — 2 * l 
\ „ 2c 
2 m = L — : 
2 — ———— en; w—_ Þ . Y 
= =_ 3 - | — ry == =_ : 8 
= = — 


(13) Pat out, &c.] The preſent paſſage hath been much eri- 
ticiſed upon, and is ſo generally known and talk*d of, there re- 
mains little to be ſaid concerning it: I ſhall therefore only add, 
the manner of reading it, which I have adopted, not only is moſt 


univerſally received, but alſo ſeems to be moſt worthy Shakeſpear. 
I 3 SCENE 
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SCENE TY Otello. Confufion Her Bavin 
murder d his 3 N 


Yes, tis Emilia by and by — ſhe's dead. 
Tis like the comes to ſpeak of Caſſio's death; 
The noiſe was high. Ha, no more moving? " 
Still as the grave. Shalt ſhe. come in? wer't good? 
I think ſhe ſtirs again— No—what's the beſt? 
If ſhe come in, ſhe'll ſure ſpeak. to my wiſe; 
My wife! my wife] what wife? I have no wife. 
Oh inſupportable ! oh heavy hour 
Methinks it ſhould be now a huge eclipſe 
Of fun and moon, and that th' We dne 

» Should yawn: at tee 


in Love for br. 


Had ie down brag * 126 (=2 Hl moe 

If heay'n would make me ſuch n world, 

Of one entire and perfect chrylolite, © 
I'd not W | 


| | | Scs NE N. His bitter Ra 
Eo! I have a weapon: 

| A better never did itſelf ſuſtain , 
Upon a ſoldier's thigh. I've ſeen the day, | 
That with this little arm, and this good ſword, 


I've niade my way through more 5 
Than N times your ſtop.” But, oh vain boaſt ! & 


* 4 w 4. In the Double Falſpood there is exactly the 
fame expreſſion, whether a. s,. or introduc'd by. Theoba'd,, 
1 cannot pronounce, _. 
Wear 1 not a ſword? 


| dee 08 man's thigh rode better, 
5 99 engen * 4.5 5.3. 
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Who can controul his fate ? 'tis not ſo now. 
Be not afraid, though. you do ſee me weapon'd 
Here is my journey's end, here is my butt, 
And very ſea- mark of my utmoſt fail. 
Do you go back diſmay'd? "tis à loft fear: 
Man but a'ruſh againſt Othello s breaſt,” 
And he retires: Where ſhould Othello go? | 
Now ——how doft thou Took now? Oh ill ſtarr d 

wWench! 8. 4 — 4 it 33; itt 
Pale as thy ſmack ! when we ſhall meet at compt, 
This look of thine will hurl my foul from beav'n, 
And fiends will ſnatch at it. Cold, cold, 9 
E'en like thy chaſtity. enn m 4 
Whip me, ye devils, BA 
From the poſſeſſion of this heavily: abt, 
* Blow me about in winds, roaſt me in falpbur, 
| Waſh me in ſteep-· down gulſs of liquid fire—— 
Oh OO! rann dead, dead . oh, oh! 


sern X. His loft "Sreech. 


80ſt you; a word or two before you go, 
I have done the ſtate ſome ſervice, and they know it; 
No more of that. I pray you in your letters, 
When you ſhall theſe unlucky deeds relate; 
Speak of me, as I am: nothing extenuate, 
Nor ſet down ought in malice. Then muſt you ſpeak 
Of one that lov'd not wiſely, but too well; 
Of one, not eaſily jealous, but being wrought, 
Perplex'd in the extream; of one, whoſe hand, 
Like the baſe (14) Judean, threw a 1 away 

| I 4 Richer 


See Meaſure for Meaſure, p 52, 83, 4. 

(14) Fudean,] The elder quarto gives us Judian, it was * for 
the « to have been chang'd into an #;—Like th biſe Iidein-- 
ſo pronounc' d the line will run very well ; ; and 1 ſuppoſe, he alludes 
to q the well-known ftory of Herod and Mariamne his wife; in ſome 

eircum- 
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Richer than all his tribe; of one, whoſe eyes, 
- Albeit unuſed to the melting mood, W 
Drop tears as faſt as the Arabian trees 115 $152 


-_ ow * 


Their medicinal gum. Set you down this, 
And (ay beſides, that in Aleppo once, 
Where a malignant, and a turban'd turk 
Beat a Venetian, and traduc'd the ſtate, 
took by tbe throat the circumciſed dogs 
And ſmote him, thus. [Stab- bin ſelf. 


circumſtances not anke this of. Othello and Deſdamons, for both 
* 1 lov'd violently, work were — — , both were the occa- 


' 
| o of their wives W 5 „ the word Tube, ſeemi 
| 


— to confirm thi 3 in ſupport of it we may 
add, ** that in the 4 5 the lady Elizaberb Crow, pub- 
ub d a tragedy call'd — the fair puren of Feaury.”” Mr, 
Upton prefers like the baſe /E See ; which Sgyptian he tells us, 
Was Thyamas, mentioned in the romance of Theagenes and Che- 
riclea, written by Heliodarus. The reaCgr, if he thinks proper, 
may ſee his arguments in fuppart of this emendation in his 05- 
| fervatiens, p. 268. 
| The beauties of this play are ſo peculiarly Shakeſpear's own, 
little can be produced from other writers to compare with them; 
there are many excellencies, which could not be introduced in 


this work, depending on circumſtances, ſo nicely adapted, no 
eee from * ane In. is its. 
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The Life and Death of 2 


RIS HARD II. 


ACTI. SCENE II. 
REPUTATION. 
(1) H E pureſt treaſure mortal times afford, 
T Is ſpotleſs reputation: that away, 
Men are but gilded loam, or painted clay. 
Scene III. COWARDICE. 
That which in mean men we entitle patience, 
Is pale cold cowardice 1 in noble breaſts. 
Scene VI. Baniſhment, Conſolation ade it. 
(2) All places that: the eye of heaven viſits, - 


Are to a wiſe man ports and happy havens. - 


Teach thy neceſſity to reaſon thus: 
There is no virtue like ncceflity- 
And think not, that the king did baniſh thee; 
But thou the king. Woe doth the heavier fic 
Where it perceives it is but faintly borne. 
Go ſay, I ſent thee forth to purchaſe honour, 
And not, the king exil'd thee. Or ſuppoſe, 
Devouring peſtilence hangs in our air, 
And thou art flying to a freſher clime. 

(1) See Orhello, p. 165. 

(2) = &c.] Similar to this is the beginning of the 5th act of 


All places are our country, where we're well, 
Which to the wiſe, is whereſoc'er they dwell. 


S. R. Fanſbatoe. 
I.5. Look, 
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Look, what thy ſoul holds dear, imagine it 

To lye that way. thou go'ſt, not whence thou com'ſu 
Suppoſe the ſinging birds, muſicians; 

The graſs whereon thou tread'ſt, the preſence· floor; 
The flow'rs, fair ladies; and thy ſteps, no more 
Than a delightful meaftire, or a dance. 

For gnarling ſorrow: hatl-leſs pow'r to. bite 

The man, that mocks at it, and ſets it light. 


Thoughts, ingfeettal 15 moderate Aff ions... 


Oh, who can. hold a fire in 8 
By thinking on the froſty Caucaſus ? 
Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite, 
By bare imagination of a feaſt? 
Or wallow naked in December ſnow, - 
By thinking on. fantaſtick ſummer's heat? 
Oh, no, the apprehenſion of the good 
Gives but the greater feeling to the worſe ; 
Pell ſorrow's tooth doth never rankle more 
Than wn ee ae nonthe ſore. 


Sean: VII. POPULARITY: 


Our ſelf, and Buſhy Bagot, here, and Green, 
Obſerv'd his courtſhip to the common people; 
How he did ſeem to dive into their hearts, 
With humble and familiar courteſy, E 
What reverence: he did throw away on ſlaves; 
Wooing poor craftſmen with the craft of ſmiles, 
And patient under-bearing of his fortune: 
As 'twere to baniſh their affeQs with him. 
Off goes his bonnet to an oyfter-wench : * | 
A brace of dray-men. bid, God ſpeed him well f” © 
And had the tribute of his ſupple knee: 


With, — Thanks my countrymen, my loving friends ;- 
. Ass 


As were our England in. reverſion his, 
And be our ſubjects next degree in hope. 


I& - 365. 1194 1 


ACT.IL SCENE L, 
ENCLAND.." 


This royal throne of kings, this ſcepter'd ile, 
This earth of majeſty, this ſeat of Mars, 
This other Eden, demy Paradiſe, q. 
This fortreſs; built by nature for herſelf, 
Againſt infection, and the hand of war; . 
This happy breed of men, this ade won 2 
This precious ſtone ſet in the ſilver ſe, & 
Which ſerves it in the office ofa wall, + © 
Or of a moat defenſive to a houſe, - 
Againſt the envy of leſs happier lands: 
* 2 + * „ % (#8 +. #7 
England, bound in with the triumphant fea, 
Whoſe rocky ſhores beats back the envious ſiege 
Of watry Neptune, is bound in with ſhame, 
With inky blots, and rotten parchment- bonds. 
That England, that was wont to conquer others, 
Hath made a ſhameful conqueſt of itſelf, | 


Se N E V. G RIE F. 
Each ſubſtance of a grief hath twenty ſhadows, 
Which ſhew like grief itſelf, but are not ſo : 
For ſorrow's eye, glazed with blinding tears, 
Divides one thing entire, to many objects; 
Like perſpeQives, which, rightly gaz d upon, 
Skew nothing but confuſion ; ey'd awry, - 


Sete 


. 
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bandes VI. Hope, ee, 
I will deſpair, and be at enmity 
With cozening hope; he is a flattefer;, 
A paraſite, a * back of death; 
Who gently would diflolve the bands of life, 
Which falſe Hopes linger, in extremity, , _ 


Scgxt XI. De  Prognaftics of : Wes.” 


The bay- trees in our country all are wither'd,. 
And meteors fright the fixed ſtars cf heav'n ; / , 
The pale-fac'd moon looks bloody on the earth, 
And lean-look'd prophets; whiſper, fearful change. 


Rich men look ſad, and ruffans dance and leap; 
Acr m. "SCENE H. 
Richard t England, on bis Hrrivai. 
As a long. parted mother with her child 


6 Lal 


Plays fondly with her tears, and fmiles in meeting 75 


So weeping, ſmiling, greet I thee, my earth, 
And do.thee favour with my royal hands. 
Feed not thy ſovereign's foe, my gentle earth, 
Nor with thy ſweets comfort his rav nous ſenſe ;- 
But let thy ſpiders which ſuck up thy venom, 
And heavy-gaited toads, lye in their way; 
Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet, 
Which with uſurping ſteps do trample thee... 
Yield linking nettles to mine enemies; 
And when they from thy boſom pluck a flow'r,, | 
Guard it, I pr '#thee, with a lurking adder ;. - 
Whole double tongue may with a mortal touch. 
Throw death upon thy lovereign' s enemies. 
Mock not my ſenſeleſs conjuration, lords; 

Vit, &c,) The ſenſe ſeems evidently to 1equire from. 

This 


Thi Life amd. Death of Rxctiand'IT. 181 
This earth-ſhall have a feeling; and theſe ſtones. 


prove armed ſoldiers,” — 
* * under n 


The 55 eier din @ dark . 


59 473 


— Know'ft thou not, 
That when the fearchihg eye of heav'n is . 
Behind the globe, and lights che lower world : 
Then thieves and robbers range abroad . 
In murders, and in outrage bloody hers: + 
But when from under this terreſtial bell 8 s | 1 
He fires the proud tops of the eaſtern pines,  _ 
And darts his light through ev'ry guilty hole; wh 
Then "murders, treaſons, aud deteſted ſins, 

The cloak of night being pluck d from off their 
backs, 


Stand bare and naked, trembling at themſelves. 


| SCENB Iv. On the Vanity of Feuer, a and Miley 
V Kings, 

No matter . . of ene man FRO 
Let's talk of graves, of worms, and epitaphs, 
Make duſt our paper, and with rainy eyes 
Write ſorrow on the boſom of the earth 
Let's chuſe executors, and talk of wills; 

And yet not ſo - for what: can we bequeath, 
Save our depoſed bodies to the ground? 

Qur lands, our lives, and all are Bolingbroke's, 
And nothing can we call our own, but death; 
And that ſmall model of the barren earth, 
Which ſerves as paſte and cover to our bones. 
For heav'ns ſake, let us fit upon the ground, 
And tell ſad ſtories of the death of kings. 


9114 FE 
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How ſome have been depos'd ; ſome ſlain in war;: 
Some haunted by the ghoſts they diſpoſſeſs d 
Some poiſon d by their wives ; ſome ſleeping kill'd: 
All murther'd. - For within the hollow crown, * 
That rounds the mortal temples of a king, 
Keeps Death his court ; and there the antick ſits, 


a+ + 


Scoffing his ſtate, and grinning at his pomp; ;. 
Allowing him a breath, a little ſcene © 
To monarchize, be fear'd, and Kill with Jooks: 
Infuſing him with ſelf, and vain conceit, _ 
As if this fleſh, which wllvationt dur life, e 
Were braſs impregnable : and humour d thus, ow 
Comes at the laſt, and, with a little pin, 17 
Bores through his caſtle walts, and fare wel king! 
Cover your heads, and mock not fleh and blood 
With ſolemn rev ' rence: throw away reſpect, 
Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty, | 

For you have but miſtook me afl this while : 


I live on bread like you; feel want like you; 


Taſte grief, want friends like you; ſubjected thus, 


How can you ſay to me, I am a king? 
ACT VT EC 350-6: e 
Melancholy Stories, © ' (© 
In winter's tedious —— ſit by the 50 
With geod old-folks, and let them tell I __ 
Of woeful ages, long ago betid- 
And ere thou bid good-night, to quit their gif, 
Tell them the lamentable fall of me, 
And ſend the hearers weeping to their delt. . 
* For, &c.] So in Philaſter the king ſays, 
Ala, what are we kings? 
Why do you, gods, place us above the reſt, 


To be ſerv'd, flatter d, and ador'd, till ve 
Believe we hold within our hands your thunder; 


And When we come to try the power we have, 


There's not a leaf ſhakes at our threatninge! A. 4 
SCENE: 
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The a" and Death of R1cnane It. mw 


SENS m. A ebene af Bolingbroke's and 
- Richard's Entry into London: 


Them, 281 ſaid, the duke, great Bolingbroke | 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery ſteed, K 
Which his aſpiring rider ſeem d to know, 

With flow, but ſtately pace, kept on his urls: 

While all tongues cry d, God ſave thee, Bolingbroke : 
You wou'd have thought, the very windows e 

So many greedy looks of young and old 2 
Through caſements darted their defiring eyes: i 
Upon his viſage ; and that alt the walls ; 
With painted imag Ty, had faid at once, {$26 
Jeſu, preſerve thee, welcome Bolingbroke ! be” * 
Whilſt he, from one ſide to the other turning, 
Bare-headed, lower than his proud ſteed's neck, 
Beſpoke them thus; T thank you, country men; er | 
And this ſtill doing, thus he paſt along. | 

Dutch. Alas! 1 ne. where rides 1 dhe 

York. As in ande vhs bees unn | 
After a well-grac'd actor leaves the ſtage, 

Are idly bent on him that enters next, 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious: © 

Even ſo, or with much more contempt, mens eyes 
Did ſcowl on Richard: no man ery'd, God ſave him 
No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home; 

But duſt was thrown, upon his ſacred head; 

Which with ſuch gentle ſorrow ke ſhook off, 


* The king afterwards hearing of this horſe from his grooms - 


es, 


So proud, that Bo'inghrooke was on his back! 

The jade hath eat bread from my royal hand; © 

This hand hath made him proud with clapping him, 
| 3 „ 


His 
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His face ſtill combating with tears and ſmiles, 

The badges of his grief and patience WR 
That had not God for ſome. — ſteeld ; 
The hearts of men, they muſt perforce have melted ; 
And barbariſm iclelk have pitied him. | A 


Scud IV. 701 ETS. 


—_ „ Who arethe violew now, | 
That firew the green lap of . ſpring! 


SCENE X. K. Richard's  Sliloguy in Prifon, 


I have been ſtudying how to compare, 

This priſon, where I live, unto the world; 
And, for becauſe the world is populous, 

And here is not a creature but my ſelf, 

I: cannot do it; yet I'll hammer on't. 

My brain I'Il prove the female to my ſoul, 

My ſoul, the father; and theſe two beget 
A generation of ſtill breeding thoughts 

And theſe ſame thoughts. people this little world, 
In humour, like the people of this world, 

For no thought is contented. 

* © 4 * „% @ „„ „„ # # 
Thoughts tending to content, flatter themſe!ves, 
That they are not the firſt of fottune's Nlaves, 
And ſhall not be the laſt: (like filly beggars, 
Who, fitting in the ſtocks; refuge their ſhame, 
That many have, and others muſt fit there) 

And in this thought they find a kind of eaſe, 


* Who, . &c.] Milton doubtleſs had this in his when 
in his pretty ſong, On May-motning, he L * 


Now the bright mor ning - ſtar, day s harbin 
_ caring: from Rag — . bigger, 
owery May, w her green lap throws 
The yellow comlip, and the pale — ; 
Bearing 


10" 


The Lift amd Death of Reward IT. 185; 
Bearing their own misfortune on the back 
Of ſach as have before endur d the like. 
Thus play I, in one priſon, many people, 1 
And none contented. Sometimes am 1 king, - . 
Then treaſon makes me wiſh myſelf a beggar, 

And ſo l n, Then cruſhing penury . . .. | 
perſuades me; I was better when a king; & WL 
Then am I king'd again; and by and by, 
Think, that I am unking'd by Bolingbroke, _ 
And ſtrait am nothing.——But what-e'er : am, 
Nor I, nor any man, that but man iss, 
With nothing ſhall be pleas'd, till he TR 
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OW are our brows bound with viQorious wreaths, Wl 
Our bruiſed arms hung up for monuments ; Te 


Our ſtern alarums chang'd to meiry meetings; S MM 
Our dreadful marches to delightful meaſures. 1 
Grim. viſag d war hath ſmooth'd his wrinkled front; II 
And now, inſtead of mounting barbed ſteeds A 
To fright the ſouls of fearful adverſaries, Tl 
He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber, Li 
To the laſcivious pleaſing of a · lute. 1 
(1) But I, that am not ap d for ſportive tricks, 0 


Nor made to couri an am raus Idoking glaſs , 
I. that am rudely ſtampt, and want love's majeſty, It 


To ſtrut before a wanton, ambling nymph ; M 
I, that am curtail'd of this fair proportion, By 
Cheated of feature by diſſembling nature, 1 
Deform'd, urfiniſh'd, ſent before my time | ( 


Into this breathing world, ſcarce half made UP, 

And that ſo lamely, and unfaſtuonably, 
That dogs bark at me, as I halt by them: 10 
Why I, (in this weak piping time of peace) U; 


(1) But, e] See Lenginus on the Sublime. teck. 38. the ler TI 
11 Have 


„34 — — 
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he, 
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Have no delight to paſs away the time; 
Vileſs to ſpy my ſhadow in the ſun. 

and deſcant on my own. deformity. - 

And therefore, ſince I cannot prove a lover, 
To entertain theſe fair well: ſpoken days? 
| am determined to prove a villain, © ++ 
And hate the idle pleaſures of thele days. 


Sc ENE II. Richard's Love for Lady Anne. 


Thoſe eyes of thine from mine have drawn ſalt tears, 
Sham'd their aſpects with ſtore of childiſh drops: «+ 
Theſe eyes, which never ſhed remorſeful tear, 
Not when my fatber;York, and Edward wepft. 
To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made: 
When black-fac'd Clifford ſhook his ſword at him z 
Nor when thy war-like father, like a child. 
Told the ſad ſtory of my father's death, - - 
And twenty times made pauſe to ſob and weep, - 

That all the ſtanderg-by had wet their cheeks, 

Like trees be-daſh'd with rain: in that ſad. time, 

My manly eyes did ſcorn an humble tear: 

And what theſe ſorrows could not thence exhale, 

Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with _—_ 
| never ſued to friend, nor enemy; - 

My tongue could never learn ſweet ſmoothing words 3 
Bat now my beauty is propos d my ſee, 

My proud heart ſues, and prompts my tongue to peak 


On bis own Perſon, after his fucceſ5ful Addr ” 


My dukedom to a beggarly denier, ; 
do miſtake my perſon all this while: 
Upon my life, ſhe finds, although I cannot, 
Myſelf to be a mary'lous, proper man. 

PII be at charges for a boking-glaſs, 

ges Othello, p. 161, n. 3. 


* 
3 
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And entertain a ſcore or two of taylors, 
To ſtudy faſhions to adorn my body: YN 
Since I am crept in favour with myſelf, 
J will maintain it with ſome little coſt. 


Scrun IV. Quern Margaret's Berben. 


The worm of conſcience ſtill be-gnaw thy foul ; 
Thy friends ſuſpe& for traitors while thou Iiv ft, 
And take deep traitors for thy deareſt friends : 
No ſleep cloſe up that deadly eye of thine, 
Unleſs it be when ſome tormenting dream 
Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils ! 
Thou elviſh-markt' abortive, rooting hog ! 
Thou that was ſeal'd in thy nativity | 
{z) The flave of nature, and the ſon of hell! 
Thou ſlaader of thy heavy mother's womb ! 
Thou loathed iſſue of thy father's loins ! 
(3) Thou Ng of honour, thou deteſted. 


I was born ſo high, 
Our airy buildeth in the Cedar's top, 
Aud dallies with the wind, and ſcorns the ſan; 


Pe The ſlave of nature] She afterwards ſays, : 
. | Sin death and hell have ſet their marks upon Bim. 
Mr. Warburton obſerves,. that the expreſſion in the text 1s FOR 
and noble, and alludes to an antient cuſtom. of maſters branding 
of their ſlaves: by which it is infinoated, that his mis-ſhapen 
on was a fete that nature had ſet upon him to Rigmatize 
is Ul conditions. It has been long ſince obſerved, that ; 
Diftortum wultum ſequitur diftortio morum. 
A face diſtorted generally proclaims 
Diſtorted manners. 
(2) Rap, c.] Richard ſpeaking of Richmond and his fatlowen 
in the laſt act of this play ſays, ' 2 
Laſh hence theſe over-weening rags of France, 
Theſe famiſh'd beggars weary of their lives. 


Richard's 


d's 
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* 


Richard's Hypeori. 


(4) But then T figh, and with apiece of ſcripture, 
Tell them, that God bids us do good for evil ; ] 
4nd thus I cloath my naked villainy | 
With old odd ends, ſtol'n forth of holy writ, _ 
1 faint, when moſt play t the devil. 5 


Dewi: V. The Toner 


Clarence Dream, 
Clarence and Brakenbury. | 
Brak. What was your dream, my 20 1 pray you 
tell me. 

lar. Methought that I had broken from the Tower ; £1 
and was embark'd to croſs to Burgundy, 
and in my company, my brother Glo'ſter 
Who ſrom my cabin tempted me to walk 
Upon the hatches. Thence we look'd tow'rd England, 
And cited up a thouſand heavy times, 
During the wars of Vork and Lancaſter, 
That kad befal'n us. As we pac'd along 
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches, | 
Methought, that Glo'ſter ſtumbled ; and in falling 
druck me (that ſought to ſtay him) over-board, 
Into the tumbling billows of the main. 
Lord, lord, methought, what pain it was to drown ? 
hat dreadful noiſe of waters in my ear?! ?!? = 
What fights of ugly death within mine eyes! 
thought, I ſaw a thouſand fearful wrecks ; 
A thouſand men, that fiſhes gnaw'd upon! 
Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl, 
lneſtimable ſtones, unvalued jewel 8 
zome lay i in dead; mens ule; and in thoſe 2 


_ hy bu = 
: 


C 


WW See Merchant of Venice, p. 2 n. 6. and p· 2 0 
Where 
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Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept, , 
As *twere in ſcorn of eyes, refle&ing gems; MW" 
That woo'd the ſlimy bottom of the deep, © - ( 
And mock'd the dead bones that lay ſcatter'd by. 
Brat. Had you ſuch leiſure in the time of death, 
To gaze upon the ſecrets of the deep? 
Clar. Methought, I had; and often did I ſtrive 
To yield the ghoſt ; but ſtill the envious flood 
Kept in my ſoul, and would not let it fortn 
To find the empty, vaſt, and wand' ring air? 
But ſmother'd it within my panting bulk, | 
Which almoſt burſt to belch it in the ſe. 8 


Brak. Awak'd you not with this ſad agony? Ma 
Clar. No, no, my dream was lengthen'd affer life. 
O then began the tempeſt to my ſoul : 
I paſt, methought, the melancholy flood, . | ( 
With that grim ferry-man, which poets write of, An 
Unto the kingdom of perpetual night. An 
The firſt that there did greet my ſtranger ſoul, _ Th 
Was my great father-in-law, renowned Warwick, $0 1 
Who cry'd aloud——What ſcourge for perjury Irn. 
Can this dark monarchy afford falſe Clarence ? 
And ſo he vaniſh'd. Then came wand'ring by Se 


A ſhadow like an Angel, with bright hair, 


Dabbled in blood, and he ſhriek'd out aloud — * 
Clarence is come, falſe fleeting perjur d Clarence, * 
That ftabb'd me in the field by Tewkſbury ; ; * 


Seize on him, furies, take him to your torments— 7 
With that, methought, a legion of foul fiends 
Inviron'd me, and howled in mine ears bf 
Such hideous cries, that with the very noiſe 
I, trembling wak'd ; and for a'ſeaſon after 
Could not believe but that I was in hell : 
Such terrible impreſſion made my dream. | (: 
4 . k | * Br ah. 0 


46 
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Brak. No maryel, lord, that it aſfrighted you 
[am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it. 
Clar. Ah! Brakenbury, I have done thoſe things 

That now give evidence againft my ſoul, 

for Edward's ſake : and, ſee, how. he requites me 
0God ! if my deep prayers cannot appeaſe thee, 
But thou wilt be aveng'd on my miſdeeds, 

Yet execute thy wrath on me alone; 

0, ſpare my gulltlels wite, and my poor children ! , 


58 OR RON. 


Sorrow breaks ſeaſons and repoſing hours, 
Makes night — and the 1 dard tide night. 


' Greatneſs, 1 Clres, meat Of 


5) Princes have but their titles for their glories,” * 
an outward honour, for an inward toil ; 
and, for unfelt imaginations, ' 

They often feel a world of endleſs cares : 
do that between their titles, and low name, 
There's nothing differs but the outward fame. 


SCENE V. The Murtherers Account of Conſcience.” 
I'll not meddle with; it is a dangerous thing, it 
makes a man a coward ; a man cannot ſteal, but it 
xccuſeth him; a man cannot ſwear, but it checks 
im; a man cannot lye with his neighbour's wife, but 
it detefts him. 'Tis a blufhing ſhame-fac'd ſpirit, 
hat mutinies in a man's boſom ; it, fills, one ſuil of 
tbſtacles. It made me once reſtore a purſe. of gold, 
that by chance I found. It beggars any man that 
keeps it. It is turned out of towns and cities for a. 


60. See pages 50, 57, c. and the notes foregoing. 
dangerous 
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dangerous thing; and every man that means to live 
well, endeavours — live with. 
out it. | 


„Ae. SEENE u. 
m DECEIT.. 


Ah ! that deceit ſhould ſteal ſuch gentle TY 
And with a virtuods vizor hide deep vice! 


Submiſſion to Heaven, our Duty. 


(6) In common worldly things 'tis call d gugratef) 
With dull unwillingneſs to pay a debt, 
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent ; 
Much more to be thus oppoſite to beav'n ; 
For it requires the royal debt it lent you. 


ACT m. SCENE V. 
The Parity of Truft in Men. 


(7) O momentary grace of mortal men, 
Which we more hunt for than the grace of God! 
Who builds his hope in air of your fair looks, 
Lives like a drunken ſailor on a maſt, 

Ready with every nod to tumble down 
Into the fatal bowels of the deep. 


(6) Is, e.] This is fpoken by the marquis of Dee to thi 
queen, when "the loſs of her huſband Edward IV. 

(7 0, &c.] T SY might hav riſen from the following 
lines i in che 118th 

It is better to tray in the lord, than to put any  confidenc! 
in man. 

It is better to truſt i in the lord. thas to ont any confidence in 
princes, &c, Sec too che 20th, Pſalm, 


\ 
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"SCENE VII. CONTEMPLATION. 


When, holy and devout religious men 
Are at their beads, 'tis hard to draw them thence, 
So ſweet 1s age contemplation. 


Scent III. Deſcription of the Murder of the tws 


young Princes in the Tower, 


The tyrannous and bloody act is done 1 
The moſt arch-deed of piteous maſlacre, 


That ever yet this land was guilty of ! 
Dighton and Forreſt, whom I did ſuborn 


To do this piece of ruthle's butchery, 

Albeit they were fleſht villains, bloody dogs, 
Melting-with tenderneſs and mild compaſſion, 
Wept like two children, in their death's ſad: ſtory, 
O thus, (quoth Tighton) lay the gentle babes 


Thus, thus, (quoth Forreſt,) girdling one another 
Within their innocent alabaſter arms; 


Their lips were four red roſes on a ſtalk, 

And in their ſummer beauty kiſs'd each other. 

A book. of Prayer's on their pillow lay, 

Which once, Aud Forreſt) almoſt chang'd ” 
| mind: 

But, oh l the 66 the villain opt: 

When Dighton thus told on——we ſmothered 

The moſt repleniſhed ſweet work of nature, 

That from the prime creation e'er ſhe framed——. 

Hence both are gone with conſcience and remorſe; 

They could not ſpeak, and ſo 1 leſt them both, 

To begs theſe tidings to the bloody king. 


Vor. II. 1 EXPE. 
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EXPEDITION. 


* Come, 1 haveleara'd, that fearful commenting, 


Is leaden ſervitor to dull delay ; 1 
Delay leads impotent and frail pad beggary, 


Then fiery expedition be my wing, 
Jove's mercury, and herald for a king. 


" Scens IV. Allan Margaret's Exprobatien. 


I call'd thee then poor ſhadow, painted queen, 
One heay'd on high, to be hurl'd down below. 
A mother only mock'd with two fair babes; 

A dream of what thou waft; a gariſh flag, 

Jo be the aim of ev'ry dang'rous hot ; 

A ſign of dignity, a breath, a bubble ; 

A queen in jeft, only to fill the ſcene. 

Where is thy huſband. now, where be thy brothers 
Where be thy children? wherein doſt thou joy? 


Who ſues and kneels, and ſays, God fave the queen 


Where be the bending peers, that flatter'd thee ? 
Where be the thronging troops, that follow'd thee ? 
Decline ali this, and ſee what now thou art. 

For happy wife, a moſt diſtreſs'd widow ; 
For joyful mother, one that wails the name; 

For one being 'fu'd to, one that humbly ſues; 

For queen, a very caitiff crown'd with care ; 

For one that ſcorn'd at me, now ſcorn'd of me; 
For one being fear'd of all, (8) now fearing one; 


#* Come, &c.] The favourite apopthegm of Aexandrr was 
Made aH eas: nothing is to be delay d; and ca, 
his great rival, in Lucan s Pharſa ia ſays, | 

Tolle nora, ſemper nocuit differe parati. 
Hence dull delays, they harm the caufe in hand. 


(8) Now fearing one.] It is very poſible to underſtand 5 


For 


For 


was 
ear, 


| and 
give 


-lage, ſeem to confirm. 
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For one commanding all, obey'd of none. 
Thus hath the courſe of Juſtice WhooPd about,” : 
And left thee but a very prey to time 
Having no more but thought of what he * 
To torture thee the more 9 ae; dnn d 


se NE V. His Mother's cure =—_ 


Richard. 


Tetchy and wayward was ar Meß; bes 
Thy ſchool days frightſul, deſp'rate, wild ind furious; 
Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold and vriitoro6s; 
Thy age confirm'd, proud, ſubtle, fly and bloody, © 


ACK V. SCENE H. 
HOPE. | 


True bee is "oY and flies with ſwallows wii; ; 
Kings 1 it makes gods ; and meaner erer 1 


dana Ul. 7 fine Evening. 


The weary ſan hath made 2 golden ſet, 
And, by the bright tract of his fiery car, 
Gives fignal of a goodly day to-morrow. 


SCENE IV. Day break. 


'The filent hows fea! on, 
And flaky darkneſs breaks within the eaft. 


M, 


pive ſenſe to this, as it is now read; but I ſhould apprehend the 


author wrote, 

For one being fear'd of all, now fearing-all + 
and this correCtion net only the next line, but the whole manner 
et the ſpeech, as well as the ſuperior elegance given to the paſ+ 
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_Bichmand's Prayer. 

O thou! whoſe captain I account myſelf, 
Look on my forces with a. gracious eye: 
Put in their hands thy bruiſing irons of wrath, 
That they may cruſh down with a heavy fall 
Th' uſurping helmets of our adverſaries ! 
Make us thy miniſters of chaſtiſement, 
That we may praiſe thee in thy victory. 

To thee Ido commend my watchful ſoul, 

Exe I let fall the windows of mine eyes: 
Sleeping and waking, oh, defend me ſtill! 
SCENE V. Richard farting out of his Dream, 

Give me another horſe —bind up my wounds. 
Have mercy, Jeſu —— Soft, I did but dream, 

O coward conſcience !—how doſt thou afflict me? 
The light burns blue is it not dead mid- night? 


Cold fearful drops ſtand on my trembling fleſh. 
What? do I fear myſelf? : 


Scene VII. CONSCIENCE. 


Conſcience is but a word that cowards uſe, 
Devis'd at firſt to keep the ſtrong in awe. 


Richard before the Battle, 


A thouſand hearts are great within my boſom, 
Advance our ſtandards ſet upon our foes ; 
Our ancient word of courage, fair St. George, 
Inſpire us with the ſpleen of fiery dragons, 
Upon them ! (9) victory fits on our helms ! 


(9) Victory, &c.] The image here is fine and noble : Millan 
deſeribing Satan, ſpeaks thus ſublimely, 


His ſtature reach'd the lies, and on his creſt, ; 
Sat horror plum d! b a 


An1 in another place, he ſays, 


At his right hand many 
Sat eagle-wingcd, v. 762, 
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Scene VIII. Alarum. Enter King Richard, 


K. Richard. A horſe! a horſe! my kingdom for à 
horſe ! | 
Cates. Withdraw, my lord, I'll help you to 2 
horſe. 
K. Richard. Slave, I have ſet my life upon a caſt, 
And I will ſtand the hazard of the dye; 
think there be ſix Richmond's in the field; 
Five have I ſlain to day inſtead of him. 
A horſe! a horſe ! my kingdom for a horſe ! © 
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- » Roto and JULIET.. 
ACTI. SCENE u. 
TY, OE 
O VE is 2 fnoke rais'd with the fame of ſighs, 
| Being purg'd, a fire ſparkling in lovers eyes, 
== Being vex'd, a ſea nouriſh'd with lovers tears 


What ist elſe? a madneſs moſt diſcreet, * 
A choaking gall, and a preſerving ſweet! 
iner >, & 130 Dll OH 7 


1 28 & a4 


Lats SCENE V. On Dreams, 


O then I ſee queen mab hath been with you. 
She i®the (1) fancy's midwife, and ſhe comes 
In ſhape no bigger than an agat-ſtone | 
On the fore-fingec of an alderman, _ _ 
Drawn with a team of little atomies; 
Athwart mens noſes as they lie aſleep. : 
Her waggon-ſpokes made of long ſpinners legs ; 
The cover, of the wings of graſhoppers ; 
The traces, of the ſmalleſt ſpider's web; 
(t) Fancy's, \&c.] This has been read Fairies, but Mr. War- 
burton alter d it, to Fancy: the lines following. Fs 


Which are the children of an idle brain 

Begot of nothing but vain phantaſy, 
evidently prove the truth of the Reading. Beſide, as fhe is 
the queen of the Fairies, it would rather be beneath her dignity 
to be their midwife too · The word ſhape is uſed in the next 
line very licentiouſly for form, Has, or magnitude, s 
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The collars, of the moonſhine's watry beams; 
Her whip) of 'eticket's bone; e lab, of u: | 
Her waggoner a {mall grey coated gnat, , „ 
Not half ſo big as a round little worm, 75 
Prickt from the lazy finger of a mad. 4 
Her chariot is an empty hazel-nut, - EE. 

Made by the joyner ſquirrel, or old grub, 

Time out of mind the fairies coach- makers: 

And in this ſtate ſhe gallops night by night, 

Through lovers brains, and then they dream of love: 
On cougiers knees, that dream on curthes ftrait? 

Oer lawyers fingers, who ſtrait dream an fees * J | 
Oer ladies lips, who ſtrait on kiſſes dream, 1 
Which oft the angry Mah wich bliſters plaguggj, 
Becauſe their breaths with ſweet · meats tainted are. 
Sometimes the gallops o'er a (2) courtier's noe, _ 


2) O'er 4 caurtier Tho" lawyer*s is here uſed in almoft all 
te modern editions, MET obſervable, that in the old ones the. 
word uſed is, Courtier's ; but the modern editors, having no 
idea what the poet could/mean by g courtier's ſmelling out a ſart, 
notwithſtanding he had introduced. the before, gave th 
mother place, in this fine Ins Mr. Warkurth# hab very we 
— it by obſerying that in dur author's: time, à Court 
ſolicitation was call'd fimply a ſuit ; and a proceſs, a ſuit at 
law: to diſtinguiſh it from the other. The king (ſays an anony- 
mous cotemporary writer of the life of Sir Wilkam Ceca) called 
him [Sir William Cecil] and after tall with him, bei 
nuch delighted wwith his anſwers, wvilled bis father to find Fr, e. fi 
out] a ſuit for him. 2 be became ſuitor for the re, 
of the Cuſtos Brevium oe in the Common-Pleas. Which the 
ting willingly gr it, being the firſt ſuit be bad in his life.“ 
— 1 it be objected, as , ahem alſo obſerves, that. 

re will be a repetition in this fine ſpeech if we read courtiers, 
as there is, if we raul lawyers," it having been faid before, 

On courtiers knees that dream on curthes ftraight, 
Becauſe, they are thewn. in two places under different views ; in 
the firſt their foppery, in the ſecond their rapacity is ridiculed.” 
Beſides, we may add, that in the firſt line he ſeems to allude 
to the court ladies, in theſe under conſideration to the gentle. 
men, The cuſtom being ſo —— of uſe, it is not amiſs that 
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And then dreams he of ſmelling out a ſuit: 
And ſometimes comes ſhe with a tithe-pig's tail, 


. Tickling 


and the doctors introduced, 
O'er Doctors fingers, who ſtraight dream on fees. 
But there ſeems no doubt of the genuineneſs of the word in the 


text. — , 

Tho' the following paſſages have ſamething ſimilar in general 
to this celebrated ſpeech, yet they ſerve only to ſhew the ſupe- 
riority of Shakeſpear's fancy, and the vaſt range of his boundleſs 
imagination. If the reader will conſult the 4th. book and 959th 
line of Lucretius, he will find more on the ſubje& than I have 
quoted: Sobaleſpeur has an "expreſſion in Othello, concerning 
dreams, which is. conformable to what Lucretius and Petronius ob- 
terve, and which is an inſtance of his great knowledge of nature ; 
here he pronounces, dreams are nothing, there, when Orbello's paſ- 
ions are to be raiſed, tis remark'd that tex 


in the modern readings of this ſpeech, and alſo on the flage, we 


| Dencte a foregene concluſion, See Othello, A. 3. 8. 9. 


Lucretius » Book IV. 
Ft guoi quiſeue fere Audio, &c. 
Whatever ſtudies pleaſe, whatever things 
The mind purſues, or dwells on with delight, 
The, ſame in dreams, engage our chief concern: 
The lawyers plead, and azgue What is law: 


P The fold:ers fight, and thro" the battle rage: — 
The ſiilors work and ftrive againft the w.nd: 

Me an enquiry into natures laws, 1 

And writing down my thoughts conſtant employs. 
| giz 1s 8 mgs. AXxoNr: - 
Fetroniug,—— | 


omnia gue mentes, & = 
When in our dreams the forms of things ariſe, 
Ia mimic ordcr plac'd before our eyes, 
Nor heav'n, nor hell the airy viſion ſends, 
But every breaſt its own deluſion lends, 
For when ſoft ſleep. the. body lays, at eaſe, 
And from the heayy mals the fancy frees | 
Whare'er it is, in Which we take delight, 
And think of moſt by day, we dream at night : 
Thus he who ſhakes proud ſtates, and cities burns, 
© Sees ſhowers of darts, forc'd lines, diſorder'd wings, 
Fields drown d in blood, and obſequies of kings: 
The lawyer dreams of terms and double fees, 
And trembles when he long vacations ſces + 


The 


80 


A 
0 
0 
D 
A 
4 
1 
þ 
Y 
1 
1 
| 
; 


og | 


9 


Romeo and Juliet. © 201 


Tickling the parſon as he lies aſleep; 

Then dreams he of another benefice. 
Sometimes ſhe driveth o'er a ſoldier's neck, 

And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats, 
Of breaches, ambuſcadoes, Spaniſh blades, 

Of healths five fathom deep ; and then anon 
Drums in his ears, at which he ſtarts and wakes, 
And being chus frighted, ſwears a prayer or two, 
And fleeps again. This is that very Mab 

That plats the manes of horſes in the night, 
And cakes the elf-locks in foul')ſlattiſh hairs, 
Which once untangled, much misfortune bodes. 
This is the hag, when maids lie on their backs; 


That preſſes them, and learns them firſt to bear, 


Making them women of good carriage : 
This is the. 
Rom. Peace, peace, Mercutio, Peace : : 

Thou talk'ſt of nothing. 

Mer. True, I talk of dream; 
Which are the children of an idle brain, 
Begot of nothing, but vain phantaſy, 
Which is as thin of ſubſtance as the air, 
and more unconſtant than the wind ; roy woes 
Ev'n now the frozen boſom of the ac 
And being anger d, puffs away from thence, _ | 
Turning his face ta the dew-dropping ſquth, 


* 
1 


The miſer hides his wealth, new iR Bad, 5 ; tothe 
In ecchoing woods his hova the huntſman winds? + 
The ſailors dream a ſhipwreck'd chance deſcribes - » 
'The whore writes billet-doux; th' adultreſs bribes r 
The op' ning dog the tim” rous hate putiues, 

And n in deep its pains renews. 
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Scene V3"? A Beatty Aſeribd. ane in 


1 


O ſhe doth teach the torches to . r 
Her beauty hangs upon the check of ni . 
Like a rich jewel in an Ethiop s ear: 

Beauty too rich for uſe, for ok too dear! 

So ſhews a ſnowy dove trooping with crows, 

As youder lady o'er her fellows ſhows. 


ACT M. SCENE Hl. 


(3) The Courtſhip between Romeo anal: omar in 
the Garden. 


© "Enter Romeo. 

Rem. He he at ſcars that never felt ese | 
But ſoft, what light through yonder window Wen _ 
t is the eaſt, rh ee ee 

[Juliet appears above ara window, 
Arife, fair OE kill the envious moon, © TI ITE 
Who is already ſick and pale with grief, 
That thou; ber maid, art far more fair than ſhe, | 
Be not her maid, fince the is envious: © © © 
Her veſtal livery is but fick and green, 
And none but fools do wear it, caſt it off —— | 
She ſpeak, yet ſhe Tays nothing; what of that? 
Her eve diſcourſes, I will anſwer it 
I am too bold, "tis not to me the ſpeaks 
Two of the faireſt ſtars of all the heav'n, 
Having ſome bufineſs, do entreat her eyes 


(3) The, e.] The elegance and. natural Gmplicity. of this, 
ſcene is enough to recommend it; and muſt render it agreeable to 
cvery reader whe hath; any. taſte for "tenderneſs, delicacy, and 
fincere affeQicn 2 but when we have ſeen it ſo juſtly performed, 
and ſo beautifully graced by ſome of the beſt and maſt. judicious 
actors that ever anpear d on any ſtage, we ſhall want no comment 
to enter into its particular excellencies, no chart to guide us to 
thoſe beauties, which all muſt have ſenſibly felt, on hearing them ſo 
feelingly and pathetically expreſt, in their own boſoms. The rea- 
der will find ſome remarks in the Actor on this celebrated ſcene. 

To 


Rom. Shall Fear yore, of Hal I ſpeak at ont, 


+: Romeo" and Juliet. 
To 1 in their ſpheres till they return. 
What if her eyes were there, they in her head? _. 
The brightneſs of her cheek would ſhame thoſe ſtars, 
As day-light doth a lamp; her eyes in heav'n, 
Would through the airy region ſtream ſo bright, 

That birds would ſing, and think it were not night, 
See how ſhe leans her cheek upon her hand! 

O, that I were a glove upon that hand, 
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Thar I might touch that check | BAY A. ene 
J n e PIETY 
Row. She ſpeaks. & $++4QO aa | 


Oh ſpeak again, bright angel, for thou art 

As glorious to this “ fight, being o er my head, 

As is a winged meſſenger from heay n, 

Unto the white up- turned wandring eyes. 0 

Of mortals, that fall back to gaze vn _, | 

When he beſtrides the lazy-pacing clouds, HA 

And fails upon the boſom of the ar. * 
Jul. O Romeo, eee eee — 

Deny thy father, and refuſe thy name: | 

Or if thou wilt not, be but ſworn my love, ir 1H 

And I'll no longer be a Capulet. F oe 


bell. 
Jul. "Tis: bur thy” name that is my enemy: — 


2 © ©, ũ%— * — » » „ „ „ 
What's in a name? that which we call a roſe, 
By any other name would ſmell as ſweet. 
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd, 
Retain that dear perfection Which he owes. 
Without that title; Romeo, Ne Fay: arg 


ee ahi Sion wen e 
wh Rom. 
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Rom. I take thee at thy word: nnn 82 agg 


Call me bat love, and I' be new dere. 
Henceforth I never will be Romeo 

Jul. What man art thou, r beſerean'din ne 
So ſtumbleſt on my counſel?” E369 t 2019 oo? 


Rom. Bo SHORT ER Dun rap hats watt 


I know not how to tell thee who Lam: ER ey nd 4: 

My name, deer ſaint, i is hateful to my ſelf, 

Becauſe it is an enemy to the. 

Had I it written, I would tear the wor e. 
Jul. My ears have yet not drunk a hundred words 

Of that tongue's uttering. yet I know the ſound, - 

Art thou not Romeo, and a Mountague? » 
Rom. N either, fair ſaint, if either thee Alena 
Jul. How cam ſt thou hither, tell me, and wherefore 7 

The orchard walls are high, and hard to climb, 


And the place death, conſidering who thou art, 


If any of my kinſmen find thee here. 
Rom. With love's light W did 1 er-perch theſe 
walls; ä Dit t 
For ſtony limits cannot hold love —_ 
And what love can do, thatdares eee tempt: 1 
Therefore thy kinſmen are no ſtop to me. 
Ju. If they do ſee thee, they will murder . 
Rem. Alack, there lies more peril in thine eye, 
Than twenty of their ſwords x look 750 vue ſ _ 
An] I am proof againſt their enmity. x. 
Jul I would not for the world they au thee hee. 


Rom. | have night's cloak to hide me from their ej . 
And but thou love me, let them find me Rye e 


My lite were betzer ended by their batec 


* With, K. — Which when th' arch felon a 
Due entrance he diſdain' d, and in contempt, . _, 
At one light bound, high over-leap'd all bound” 
Of hill, or higheſt wall, and ſheer within 
. Lights on his feet; See Patad; tot, W 
: Than 
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Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love. 
Jul. By whoſe direction ſound'ſt thou out this be 


Rom. By love, that aug did-prompt.me:o enguire, 
He lent me edunſel, and { lent him e eit p6uk | 
am no pilot, yet wert thou as far e 
As that vaſt ſhore, waſh'd with the fanheſt la, 1 47 
would adventure for ſuch merchandize. /_ 

Jul. Thou know'it the maſk of night is on my , 
FEiſe would a maiden bluſh bepaint my check, 


For that which thou haſt heard me fpeak Wines: 2 
Fain would I dwelt on form ; fain, fain deny: 2 * 
What I have ſpoke — but farewel 1 hk 


Doſt thou love me REνοο thou wilt ſay, ay, 
And ] will take thy Word yet if thou ſwear'ſt, 
Thou may'ſt prove falſe; (4) at lover perjuries 
They ſay Jove laugh. 'Oh gentle Romeo, 

If thou doſt love, pronounce it faithfully , 9 
Or if thou think I am too quickly won, ige * 
I frown; and be perverſe, and ſay thee na,, 
8o thou wilt wooe, but elſe not for the world. 
In truth, fair Mountague,; I am too fond 
And therefore thou may ſt thiak my 'haiour light: Fig 
But truſt me, gentleman, I'Il prove more true 
Than thoſe that have more Eunning to be ſtrange. 

I ſhould have been more ſtrunge I wmuſt confeſss, 
But that thou over-heard'ſt, ere I was ware, 


My true love's men therefore BEER me 


. 6 
1a 1A 


(4) 4 3 te "This, as Me; WN lt. cy 
author probably, borrowed either from Ovid or T; 1 

Jupiter c te FL ridet amant um. * : 

At lovers pcxjurigs | ove laughs, . , . 

Perjuria ridet amantum þ ha] 

Jupiter, & wentos irrita ferre bt. TIbull. L. 3. e. Fe 0 

_ At lovers perjuries Jove laughs away, $5 OTE 


And bids the winds the idle tales couẽãsg g. 
And 


* 
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And not impute this nee 28 9vol of 
Which the dark night bath ſo diſcuvereſs. 

Rom. e 184, 

Jul. O ſwear not bythe: moon, thiinconftant moon, 
That monthly changes in kercircledorb;o © 1 
Leſt that thy love prove likewiſe variable. 
Ram. What ſhall [ fwear by. ST HEE th Þ £3) 
Jul. Do not ſwear at. 
Or if thou wilt, eee 
Which is the god of my idolatr 14s 1 
And I'll believe thee. | 220 „ su, 

Rom. If my true heart's e 


Jul — joy tte, 


I have no joy of this cuntract to: night 3 - hue 26a vw 


It is too raſn, too unadvis'd; tos ſudden, 
Too like the lightning which bebe 
Ere one can ſay, it lighꝛeus . ſwoet. good night. 
This bud of love, by ſummer's ripening breath, 
May prove à beauteous flower when next we meet: 
Good night, good night as ſweet; repoſe and reſt. 
Come to thy heart, as that within my breaſt; 
Rom. O wilt chou leave me fo unſatigftied? 
Jul. What ſatisfaQion canſt chou have to night? 
Rom. Th D of: . love's. faithful vow for 
mine. 1 1 
Jul. I gave thee fb ot Lats ai add requeſt it: 
And yet I would it were to give again. 
Row., Wouldit thou wichdray. it? For what bares, 
love ? 4893811 fi bd Land” re a He 
Jul. But to be, framk, and give it thee e 
And yet I wiſh but for the thing I have: h 
My bounty is as boundleſs as the ſea, 


o See Midſummer night's dream. y. pci a 


T5 — 


— 


And follow thee, my love, throughout the n 
| (Within: Madam... 7 


Romeo and Juliet. 1 


K NIENI SC +! uA 
The more I have, for both are ini nit aN 


* 


[ hear ſome noiſe TO nne 4-455) 
Tee ane, 
v0 we: 


Anon, od Re WF": Mou 


Stay but a little, I will come again. lr. 


Rom. O bleſſed, bleſſed night. Tam afraid 
All this is but dream I hear and ſee; 0 7 + 
Too flattering ſweet to be ſubſtantiaal. 


: Re-enter Juliet above... | i 
Jul. Three words, dear _— goodnight 


indeed : 
If that thy bent of love be I fi ba Tf it 
Thy purpoſe marriage, ſend me word-to-motrow, 


By one that I'll procure to come to thee, bn WIe 


Where and what time thou wilt perform the rite 3 
And all my fortunes at thy foot PII lay, 7-8 


[ come, anone ut if thou mean'ſt not well, © .. 
do beſeech hee . ¶ M ltbin: Madam! By md by, 


come 


* 44 


To- morrow will T ſend. | 4 
2 So rhrive my foul. Boat: 4p Shah 
— A chouland times the — to want wy light. 
LEI © juliet again, 75 
Ju]. Hiſt! Romeo, hiſt ! O for a ſalkner's voice, 


To lure this taſſel gentle back again 4 For ©. 


Bondage is hoarſe, and may not ſpeak, aer, 
Elſe _ [ tear the cave where echo lies 


And make her airy tongue more lerne than mine 
With 8 of my Romeo. 82 


* 


To ceaſe thy ſuit, and Pe me to my griek. b A 4 
4455 _ z 
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Rom. It is my love that calls upon my name, 
How filver-ſweet ſound lovers tongues by night, 
Like ſofteſt muſick to at ending cars! + 
Jul. Romeo 
Rom. My ſweet / IN 
Jul. At what a clock to-morrow _ 
Shall 1 ſend to thee? 
Rom. By the hour of nine, 
Jul. I will not fail, 'tis twenty years ul then, 
I have forgot why I did call thee back 
Rom... Let me ſtand here till thou remember it. 
Jul. I ſhall forget to have thee ſtill Rand there, 
Remembring how | love thy company. 
Rem And I'll ſtill lay to have thee till forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this, 
Jul. "Tis almoſt morning. I would have thee gone, 
And yet no farther than a wanton's bird, 
That lets ĩt hop a little from her hand, 
Like a poor priſoner in its twiſted gyves, 
And with a filk thread plucks it back again, 
So loyiag jealous of his liberty. 
Rem. I would I were thy bird. 
Jul. Sweet, ſo would I; * 
Yet I ſhould kill thee with wack cheriſhing. 
Goodnight, good night. Parting is ſuch ſweet ſorrow, 


That I ſhall ſay good- night, till it by mor row. U 


þ _— 
4 © ® 17 - 


ie 1 * s Heralls, 
Love's heralds fiould be thoughts, 


Which ten times faſter glide than the ſun-beams, 


Driving back ſhadows over lowring hills, 
Therefore do nimble-pinion'd doves draw love, | 
And thereforehath the ** TROP Cupid veg. 


& $3 es 


Scene VI. i aus Daf, ot lafling. 


Theſe violent delights have violent ends, 
And in their triumph die; like fire and powder, F 
Which as they meet, conſume. 't Ae Bp 


Lovers lighe if Fatt. 


O ſo light of foot . © 11 
Will ne'er wear out the everlaſting flint; 
A lover may beftride the goſſamour, l e 
That idles in the wanton ſummer air, dt 
And yet not fall, ſo light is a SITE 


ACTI. SCENE W. 


A Lover's Impaticnte. : Ak ; 


| 3s ial "4 
Gallop apdce,, you ßery footed fieeds, - N 
To Phœbus' manfion; ſuch x waggoner 
As Phaeton, would whip you to the weſt, 
And bring in cloudy night immediately. 
Spread thy cloſe curtain, love-perſorr ming nicbt, b 
N That (5) th' roh-aways eyes may wink ; and Romeo, 
1 Leap to theſe arms, untalkt of, and unſeen, 
0 Lovers can ſce to do, their am' rous rites 
By their own beauties: or, it love be blind; 
It beſt agrees with Nieht 

(5) The run-azgayt,' "or aN whom he PETERS 
calls the run-away, i referenc2 to the E account of the 
tun driving h's chariot of light thro' the heavens, and FRA: 


down to the weſt from the eyes of mortals to the atras o bis cate. © 
. tial miſtreſs, 


* 


* 4 4 | SCENE 
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Scanz po —ç— 
Sexe, The monaſtry. | 
Komed | and ide Fern, 

Rom. x Ha, baniſhment! be-merciful, ſay death.; . 


For exile hath more terror in his look 

Than death itſelf. Do. not tay baniſtiment. 
Fri. Here from Verona art thou baniſhed: 

Be pig for the world is broad and wide. 


And world-exit't'; is death; "that Ld ws 
Is death mis-term'd: calling death 5 0 


„ 


Thou cut ſt my head off with a golden ax, _ 
And ſmi!'{t upon the ſtroke that at me. 
Fri. O deadly fin.! O rude unthankfulneſs“ 
Thy fault our 1. calls death, but the kind prince 
Taking thy part, hath ruſht afide —_—— 
And turn'd that Black word death to banifhment ; : 
This is dear mercy, arid thou ſeeſt it not. 3 
Rem. "Tis torture, and not mercy: heav 'n is 2 2 5 
Were Juliet lives ; and every cat and db 3 214 —_ | 
And little mouſe, evay onworthy thing PT. 
Lives here in heaven, and may Took on her, — 
But Romeo may not. More validity), 
More honourable ſtate, more courtſhip lives 
In carrion flies, than Romeo: they may ſeize 
On the white wonder of dear Juliet's hand, 
And fteal immortal bleſſings from her lips: 
But Romeo may not, he is baniſhed / 
O father, hadſt thou no ſtrong poiſon mixt, 


(6) Ha, Kc.] The reader will find in the 13 1ſt page of the 
firſt volume, a paſſage or two, that well deſerve to be compar'd 


with this before us. 
No 


Romeo and Juliet. 27 
No ſharp- ground knife, no preſent means of death, 
But baniſhment to torture me withals??ʒ̃ 
O friar, the damned uſe that word in hel ; 
Howlings attend it : how haſt thoy the heart, 48-6; 
Being a divine, a ghoſtly confeſſor, E 
A ſin- abſolver, and my friend profeſt, 
To mangle me with that word, baniſhment? 
Fri. Fond mad-man, hear me ſpeak 
Rom. O thou wilt ſpeak again of baniſhment. 
Fri. I'll give thee armour te dear off that wor 
Adverſity's ſweet milk, philoſophy, 
To comfort thee, though thou'art ended 
Rom. Vet baniſhed ? hang up philoſophy x IN = ; 
Unleſs philoſophy can make a Juliet, (3 1 
Diſplant a town, reverſe a prince's doom, _ et? 
lt helps not, it prevails not, talk no more . * 
Fi. O then I fee that eee 15 
Fon. How ſhould they, when Lad wiſe RY . 


no eyes? 
Fi. Let me diſpute with thee of thy eftate. 
Rom. Thou canſt not ſpeak of what thou doſt not 
feel: 
wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy lore, 
An hour but married, Tibalt murthered, 
Doting like me, and like me baniſhed ; _ g 
Then might'ſt thou ſpeak, then with thou tear ar 
hair, 
And fall upon the round 5s Ido now, © 
Taking the meaſure of an pa-made Leave.” 


EF. = 2:49 >> To? T7 IEC } Nen * : k 3 8 
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3 


SCENE VII,  Juliet's Chamber, looking to the 
i 73H ff $7 
Enter Romeo and Juliet above at a window ; a ladtey 
of ropes ſet. _ 7H 
| Jul. Wilt thou be gone? it is not yet near day: 
| (7) It was the nightingale, and not the lark, 
That piere'd the fearful hollow of thine ear z 
Nightly ſhe Gngs.on yond pomgranate tree; 
Believe me, love, it was the nightingale. 
Rom. It was the lark, the herald of the morn, 
No nightingale.. (3) Lock, love; what envious ſtreaks 
| 1 Do 


(7) It was, Kc. The poets abound with numberleſs milies 
and frequent mention of the nightingale: the, as well at the cloſe 
| of the evening when the fings, ſeems to have been à favorite of 
1 Milan: the paſſages in his works are well known; the following 


fine ſimile, tho perhaps not ſo apt to our preſent purpoſe, yet as 
Lttle known, I cannot help recommending 
| I have heard 4 


Two emulous philomels beat the ear of night 
With their contentious throats, now one the higher, 
Anon the other, then again the firſt t,, 
And by and by out-breaſted, that the ſenſe, 
Could not be judge between them: ſo, c. 
4 8 See Tue noble Kinſmen, A. 5. Sc. 3. 
(83) Leet, &c. ] The poets in general ſeem to have exerted them- 
ſelves in their deſcription of the morning: the Exgliſb may juſtly 
claim the preference over the Greeks and Romans, and Shakeſpear 
I think over all : the preſent paſſage is ſufficient to ſet in com- 
petition with all we can produce: and the reader by referring 
to the index will find many others, equally beautiful. However, 
according to my promiſe, (ſee vol. 1. p. 86. n. 12.) I muſt remem- 
ber to quote ſome deſcriptions, the better to ſet forth Shakeſpear'* 
ſuperior excellence : Homer has led the way, and in almoſt innu- 
merable places, ſpoken of the morning © as a goddeſs or divine 
perſon flying in the air unbarring the gates of light, and opening 
the day. She is drawn by him in a ſaffron robe, and with roſy 
bands (ax h- which is the epithet he almoſt conſtantly 
beſtows upon her, and perhaps may vie with any other however 
beautiful) ſprinkling light thro the earth. She ariſes out of 
the waves of the ſea, leaves the bed of Tithon her lover, * 
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Romeo and Juliet, _ 213 


Do lace the ſevering clouds in yonder 6 


Night's candles are burnt out, and jocund day 
Stands tip-toe on the miſty mountain tops. 
I muſt be gon and live, or ſtay and dye. 


Jul. 


the keavens, appears to gods and men, and dees notice of the 
ſun's riſing. Se! is placed by the father of the poets ſometimes 
on a throne of gold 3 now in a chariot drawn by ſwift hor ſes, and 
bearing along with her the day; and at other times ſhe is uſhered 
in by the ſar, which i is her harbinger, and which gives the ſignal 
of the morning's approach,---Qn. this as à ground. the poets fol- 
lowing Homer, have run their diviſions of fancy : this will appear 
by the following inſtances, ** &c, See Lay Monaſtery, p. 229. 


See Dryden's Virgil for the enſuing ; 


Aurora now had left her ſaffron- bed, 

And beams of early light the heav'ns o 'erſpread, 
And now the roſy. morn began to riſe, 

And wav'd her ſaffron- ſtreamer thro' the ſkies, 


Noa roſe the ruddy morn ſrom Tithon's bed, 


. 
o 4 
= 4 


And with the dawn of day the ſkies o — — | | A 
Nor long the ſun his daily courſe witheld - , - | 
But added colours to the world reveal d. | n_ 


'The morn enſuing from the mountains weiche, 

H ad ſcarcely ſpread the Kc ies with roſy light: 
Th' etherial courſers bounding from the ſea, 

From out their flaming noſtrils breath'd the day, 


Ovid by Trap, 
Lo from the roſy Eaſt her purple doors, 
The morn unfolds adorn'd with bluſhing flowers, 
The lefſen'd ſtars draw off and diſappear, 
Whoſe bright battal ons, laſtly Lucifer, 
Brings vp, and quits his ſtation in the rear. 
Taſh, by Fairfax. 
The purple morning left her crimſon bed, 
And donn'd her robes of pure vermilion hue : 
Her araber locks ſhe crown'd with roſes red, 
In Edens flow'ry gardens gather'd new, 
Spenſer, in his Faerie Queene, 


Now when the rofy-finger'd morning fair, 
Weary of aged T:itbons ſaffron bed, | 
Had ſr read her purple robes thro” dewy air, 
And the high hills Titan diſcovered, 

The royal virgin, Se. 

At laft the golden orienta] gate 

Of greateſt heaven gan to open fair 

And Phebus freſh as bridegroom to his mate 


® 
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Jul. Von light i is not day light, I know it welt 7 
It is ſome metebr which the ſun REST 


„ 


To be to thee this night a torch bearer, g, 
And light thee on thy way to Mantua ; 


Came dancing forth ſhaking his = 
And hurles h His gliftering beams thro! gi 1 air. | 
Nikon in his Paradiſe Loft. 


| erer 
er the earch wid orien pearl. In 


Wak d by the eireling houts, with u hand” 
Unbarr'd the gates of light. 

And now went forth the morn, Y 
Such as in higheft heaven, array d in gold 
Empyreal, from before her vaniſh'd gight | 
Shot thro? with orient beams. 


There is fometlyvg rather too puer in this conceit 
ee fometh vere {1 at i dn ene. 
Many mic de produced from each of theſe poets : T have 
only feleQed thoſe where; particular notice is taken of the morning 
as a perſon ; there are numberleſs admirable deſcriptions of the 
ſeveral circumſtanees that attend the rifing of the Day, which oc- 
caſion many beautiful images, propet to the ſeaſun ; theſe would 
be too long to inſert here; — # only add a few more lines 
from Beaumont and Flercher*s Faith ade, they likewiſe 
have many fine expreſſions of the morn, to ſet in competition 
with their brother poets; Nees which indeed of our Eng- D bards 
have not ? Taylor the boaſts, that he has expreft the 
ri fing of the ſun, the — (I think) à thouſand different ways. 
The following is from the latter end of the 4th Act of the Faith- 


: 4 , 
* — = 


ful Sbepberdeſi. 


See the day begins to break . 
And the light ſhoots like a fireak - "aw 
Of ſubtle fire, the wind blows cold, 7 
While the morning doth unfold: 
Now the birds begin to rouſe, py 
And the ſquirrel from the bongbs,,,ͤ n!; 
Leaps to get in nuts and fruit: 
The early lark that erſt was 3225 1 
Carols to the rifing day, 
Many a note and many a lay. 
Hence Milton 'took the hint of the following lines | in his in- 
imitable L'" Allegro : 
To hear the lark begin his flight 
And finging  ftaxtle; the dull night, 
From his watch-tow'r in the ſkies 
2 the dappled dawn doth riſe. 


my =y 1 1 7— ) 7— * 
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Romeo and Juliet. 
Then 7 a while thou ſhalt not go ſo 1 . mw 
Rom. Let me 'then kay, let we be beste, 5 
If thou wilt have it ſo. 1 am content. FF 
Il ſay yon gray is not the morning's eye, 3 91 
Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's brow z; 
I' fay it is the nightingale that beate 1 * 21 


The vaulty heav'ns ſo high above our heads, .. 


And not the lark, the meſſenger-of morn. 355 | 
Come death, and wefcome ; Jaliet wills it ſo. 


How is my ſoul? let's talk, it is not day. / 


ACT. a SCENE. M. 


Julier's Solilequy, on drinking the P; ation, _ 


 Farewel—God knows when we ſhall meet aghin 7 
I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins, | yo 
That almoſt freezes up the heat of life. _ _ 
u call them back again to comfort me. 
Nurſe—— what ſhould ſhe do here? 
My diſmal ſcene. I needs muſt act alone: 
Come vial—what if this mixture — at all * 
Shall I of force be marry d to the count? 8 
No, no, * ſhall forbid i it ; lye thou 8 
Pointing to a ng 
What if it be a EY which the friar 
Subtly hath miniſtred, to have me dead, 
Leſt in this marriage he ſhould be diſhonour'd, 
Becauſe he married me before to Romeo? 
I fear, it is; and yet, methinke, it ſhould not, 
For he hath ſtill been tried a holy man 
How, if, when I am laid into the tomb, 
I wake before the time that Romeo | 
Comes to redeem me? thereꝰs a fearful point 
Shall I not then be ſtifled in the vault, - 
To whoſe foul mouth no bealthſome air breathes i in, 
= And 


— 
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And there be firangled ere my Romeo comes If 
Ot, if I live, is it not very like, 
The horrible conceit of death Lind night, 
Together with the terror of the place, 
(As in a vault, an ancient receptacle, 
Where, for theſe many hundred years, the bones 
Of all my buried anceſtors are packt ; PW 
Where bloody "Tybalt,” yet but green in earth, 
Lies feſtring in his ſhroud ; where, as they lay, 
At ſome hours in the night, ſpirits Fenn} 4 
Alas, alas! is it not like, that I | 
So early waking,” what with loathſome ſmells, 
And ſhrieks, like mandrakes torn out of the earth, 
That living mortals, hearing them, run mad.— | 
Or, if I wake, ſhall not be diſtrau ng” | 
(Invironed with all theſe hideous — * 
And madly play with my fore- father's jon 10 | 
And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his ſhroud ? { 
And in this rage, with ſome great kinſman's bone, 
As with a club, daſh out my deſp'rate brains? 
O look, methinks, I ſee my toufin's ghoſt * ' 
Seeking out Romeo, that did ſpit his body 
Upon a rapier's point.— Stay, Tybalt, ſtay! 
Romeo, I come! 10 do I drink to thee. 

LEA (5 eee herſelf on rhe 2 


0 F | 5 © E NE I. 
Romeo 5 . cription of, 1 Diſconrfo 4 the 
azad Apathecar Yor; 1 


Well, hte, I will lye with thee to night ; 1 
Let's ſee for mean O miſchief! thou art ſwit 
To enter in the thonght of deſperate men! 


*1*(0 


=, 2 © 
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-1* Rottito and Juliet. 217 
(5) I do remember an apothecary, .. | 
And hereabouts he dwells, whom late I noted 
In tatter'd weeds, with overwhelming brows, 
Calling of ſimples ; meager were his looks ; 
Sharp miſery had worn him to the bones: . 
And in his ni'edy ſhop a tortoiſe hung, 
An alligator ſtuſt, and other Kins 
Of ill-ſhap'd fiſhes ; and about his ſhelves * 
A beggarly account of empty boxes; 
Green earthen pots, bladders, and muſty ſeeds, 
Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of roſes 
Were thinly ſcatter'd to make up a ſhow. 22 
Noting this penury ; to myſelf, I ſaid, 
An if aa man did need a poiſon now, 
Whoſe ſale is pre ſent death in Mantua, 
Here lives a caitiff'wretch would ſell it him. 
Oh, this ſame thought did but fore-run my need, 
And this fame needy man mult ſell it me. 
As I remember, this ſhould be the houſe. 
Being ho'y-day, the beggar's ſliop is hut: 
What, ho! apothecaty! wes 7 


1 - 


* 


(g) I ds, &c.] Garth, in his diſpenſzry, hath endeavoured to 
imitate this excellent deſcription of Shakeſpear's : the lines them 
{elves will be the beſt proof of his ſucceſs : wh 


His ſhop the gazing vulgars eyes eniploys, 
With toreign trinkets and domeſtic toys, 
Here mummies lay, moſt reverently ſtale, 
And there the tortoiſe hung her coat of mail: 
Not far from ſome huge ſhark's devouring head, 
"The flying fiſh their finny pinions ſpread : 
Aloft, in rows large poppy-heads were ſtrung, 
And near, a ſcaly alligator hung : 
In this place drugs, in muſty heaps decay d: 
In that, dry'd bladders, and drawn teeth are laid. 
Longinus recommends a judicious choice of the moſt ſuitable cir 
cumſtances, as elegantly productive of the ſublime ; I much que- 


ſtion whether Dr. Garth's deſcription will ſtand the teſt, thus con- 
lider'd, particularly in the laſt circumſtance, 


L ; Eutey 
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3 Enter Apothecary, 
Hp. Who calls ſo loud? 


| Rom. Come hither, man, ; I oe. thatchou art poor 


Hold, there is forty ducats ; let me have, 
A dram'of poiſon, ſuch ſoon ſpeeding geer, 
As will diſperſe itſelf through all the veins, 
That the life- weary taker may fel dead; 
And that the trunk may be 17 of . 
As violently as haſty powder fir n 

Doth hurry from the fatal LE womb. 
Ab. Such mortal drugs I have, but Mantua's law 
Ts death to any he that utters them. 

Rom. Art thou ſo bare and full of E. 
And fear'ſt to die? famine is in thy checks; 
Need and oppreſſion ſtare within thine eyes, 
Contempt and beggary hang upon thy back: _ 
The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law 3, 
The world affords no law to make thee rich, 
Then be not poor, but break! it, and take this. 

Ap. My poverty; but not my will, conſents, | 

Rom. I pay thy poverty, and not thy will, 

Ap. Put this'in any liquid thing you will, 

And drink it off, and if you had the ſtrength 
Of twenty men, 'it would diſpatch you ſtraight. 

Rom. There is thy gold ; worſe poiſon to mens ſouls, 
Doing more murthers in this loathſom world, 
Than theſe poor dankee that thay may ' ſt not ſell: 


Parevel, boy tood „and pet thee] into fleſh, 


SCENE 


ls, 


VE 


. Romeo and Juliet. > 219% 


SCENE W. Romeo 40 Speech over - Juliet, in 
the Vault. 


del. od N 


lie o/ u bft, my vie ? 
Death, that hath ſuckt the honey of thy breath, | a”. 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty: — © 
Thou art not conquer;d,; beauty's enſign yer 
Is crimſon in thy lips, and io thy cheeks, 


1211 on 


And death's pale flag js not advanced there. 
Tybalt, ly'ſt thou there in thy bloody ſheet ? 
Oh, what more favour can I do to thee, 
Than with that hand, that cut thy youth in twaig, 
To ſunder his, that was thy enemy ? 1 
Forgive me, couſin.— Ah dear Juliet, 4 
Why art thou yet ſo fair? ſhall I believe 4 
Thar unſubſtantial death is amorous, 

And that the lean abhorred monſter keeps 

Thee here in dark, to be his paramour ? 

For fear of that, I ſtill will ſtay with thee ; _ 

And never from this palace of dim night 

Depart again: bete, here will I remain, 

With worms that are thy chambermaics ; ob dere 
Will] ſet up my everfalling reſt; 

And ſhake the yoke of inauſpicious flats 

From this world weary'd fleſh, Eyes, look your laſt ! l 


— 4 


* 


(10) O my, &ec e.] I haye given the reader this laſt ſpeech of 
Romeo, rather to let him into the plot, and convince him of the 
merit of the alterations made in it, than for any fingular beauty 
of its own 3 Romeo's ſurviving till Juliet awakens, is certainly 
productive of great beauties, particularly in the acting. And, 
indeed, this play of our author's hath met with better ſuc- 
ceſs, than any other which has been attempted to be altered : 
whoever reads Orway's Catus Marius, will ſoon be convinc'd of 
this; and it is to be wiſh'd, none would preſume to build upon 
Shakeſpear' s foundation, but ſuch as are equal maſters with Gray, 


L 2 Arms 


220 The Beauties of SHAKESPEAR, 
Arms, take your laſt embrace! and lips, oh you 
The doors of breath, ſeal with a righteous kiſs 
A dateleſs bargain to engrofling death | 
Come, bitter come, unſay'ry __ 
Thou deſp' rate pilot, now at once run on 
The daſhing rocks, my ſea-fick, weary, bark: 


Here's to my love] oh,, true apothecary ! 
[Drinks the poiſen, 


Thy 8 are 51 Thus with a Kiſs I die. 


- Roe Timon 


, [ Dies, | 
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Timon ca "Athens. * 
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Act 'T SCENE I. 


PATNTING. 


N E painting is almoſt the natural man: | 
For fince diſhonour trafficks with man's ture, 
He is but outſide: pencil'd figures are 
Ev'n ſuch as they give out. 
ScENE V. The Pleaſure of doing good. 

Oh, you gods, (think I.) What need we haye any 
friends, if we ſhould 'vever-have need of em? they 
would moſt reſemble ſweet: inſtruments hung up in 
caſes, that keep their ſounds to themſelves. Why, I 
have often wiſh'd myſelf poorer, that I might come 
nearer to you: we are born to do benefits. And what 
better or properer can we call our own, than the riches 
of our friends ? O, what a precious comfort tis to 
have ſo many, like brothers, commanding one an- 
other's fortunes ? 


* 


ac u. SCENE IV. 
A faithful Steward, 


So the gods bleſs me, | 
When all our offices have been opprett | 
L 3 With 


A 


HFath blaz'd with lights, aud bray'd with minſtretſc, 
I haveretir'd me to a'waſtefu] eock'(r Nr 
And ſet mine eyes at flow. 
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With riotous feeders z when our vaults have wept 
With drunken ſpilth of wine; when every room 


SCENE V. The Ingratitude of Timon's Friend, 


They anſwer in a joint and corporate voice, 
That now they are at fall, want treaſure, cannot 
Do what they would; are forry—You are honourable 


But yet they could have wiſht—they know not — 


Something hath been amiſs—a noble nature 
May catch a wrench—would all were well — tis pit 


And ſo intending other ſerious matters, 


After diſtaſteful looks, and theſe hard (2) fractions, 


With certain half- caps, and cold -· moving nods, 


They froze me into filence. 

4. im. You gods reward them! | 
I pr'ythee, man, look cheerly. Theſe old fellow 
Have their ingratitude i in them hereditary : 
Their blood is cak'd, tis cold, it feldom ves, 
'Tis lack of kitidly warmth, they are not kind; 
And nature, 'as it grows again tow'rd earth, " 


Is faſhion'd for the journey, dull and heavy. 


A III. SCENE Vi. 
Against Duelling. 


Your Words e ſuch pains, as * * labour d 
To bring eee into form, ſet r 
pon 


(x) ct, i. e a cockloft, a garret: and, a vwaffeful cock fig- 


.._nifies, a garret lying in waſte, -negleted, put to-no.uſe. Off 
—- fi | 


| (2) Fraftiazs}.i, t. Theſe breat: in ſpecch ; fech as are expreſ 


ve. 


ww 


And miniſter in-their ſteads: to renn 


Timon of Athens. 223 

Upon the head of valour; which, :ndevd, 11 dar? 

Is valour mis and eame into the world, 

When ſeQs and factions were but newly born. 

He's truly valiant, that can wiſely ſuffer 

The worſt that man can breathe, (3) and make his 
wrongs 

His ont-fides, wear them like his rayment, careleſly, 


And ne'er prefer his i injuries to his heart, 
To dens * ine nen ef & as vad 


1 : 


ACT iV. SCENE I. 
Without the Walls of Athens. 
| Timon's Execrations on the Athenians, 
Let me look back upon thee, O, thou wall, 


| That girdleſt in thoſe wolves ! dive in the earth,._ - 


And fence not Athens! Matrons, turn incontinent ; 
Obedience fail in children; ſlaves and faols _ 
Pluck the grave wrinkled-ſenate from-the bench, 


Convert o'th' inſtant, green virginity !_ | 


Do't in your parents eyes, Bankrupts, bold fal; * 


Rather than render back, out with your knives, 
And cut your truſters throats. Bound ſervants, ſteal; 
Large-handed robbers your grave maſters are, 

And pill by law. Maid, to thy maſter's bed; 

Thy miſtreſs is o'th* brothel. Son of fixteen, 


Pluck the lin'd crutch from thy old limping fire, 


And with it beat his brains out ! Fear and piety, 


Religion to the gods, peace, juſtice, truth, 
Domeſtic awe, night-reſt, ,and neighbourhood, 


Inſtruction, manners, myſtvdies and trades, 


L 4 Degrees, 
(3) es Gal &c.] The firſt part of the ſentence is explained 


dy the latter, ec He's truly valiant, Sc. that can make his wrongs; 


bis ovtfides, i. e. wear them Ike his raiment cateleſly, 


ms — 2. — — 
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Degrees, Obſeryances, cuſtoms and laws, 3 
Decline to your confounding contraxies|! n 
And yet confuſion live !—Plagues, incident to men, 
Your potent and infectious feyers, heap .. 

On Athens, Tipe for ſtroke ! Thau cold Sciatica, * 
Cripple our ſenators, that their limbs may halt 

As lamely as their manners Luſt and liberty 
Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth, | 
That 'gainſt the ſtream of virtue they may ſtrive, 
And drown themſelves in riot! Itches, blains, 
Sow all th' Athenian boſoms, and their * 

Be general leprofy: breath infedt breath, 

That their ſociety (as their friendſhip) may 

Be meerly poiſon, Nothing I'll bear f. om thee, 
l ut nakednels, ou eee WF 
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1 badked> at l sib 
From our companion, rod dee gs U 00 
So his familiars from his buried fortunes x bo 
Slink all away; ; leave their falſe vows wich n 10 \ 
! ike empty Purſes pick d: and Aufner ſe f, Te 7 
(4) A dedicated beggar to the air 
With his diſeaſe of hund Poverty, | un bn. 
Walk, lie cum: 1 — s 


- 


<0 2 Wwe a © 


me — wed 


(4) A ded: — . J 10 *.— = Juba, at the beginnings 
he ſpeaks prettily of a b x by an envious v, | 


Fre he can FTordd#his Tweet Wines to the 4 Oh W ̃ ; 
Or dedicate his*beauty tô the fun, 07 017 07 175010000) 


Tn the next line, the author ſeems to have had bis ere on * 
trite and well-known line of Ovid's ; num eu 


Nullus ad amiſſas ibit amigus opes. 


9 e AY. 
. * „eine 
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Timon of Athens. 


_- Scenes III. On Gold. 
(5) What is here? 
Gold ? yellow, glittering, precious gold ? 
(6) No, gods, I am no idle votanift. 
Roots, you clear heavens ! thus much of this will make 
Black, white; fou!, fair; wrong, right; F 4 
Baſe, noble; old, young; coward, 24% 15 
You gods! why this? what this? you gods! why, 
this 
Willlug your prieſts and ſervants from your Goes: : 
Pluck ſtout mens pillows from below their heads. 
This yellow ſlave . 


Will knit and break religions 3, bleſs th' accurs d; 
Make 


(5) What is, &c.] See page 21 of this ne Ben Jebnſen, 
in his Volpone, ſpeaking of gold, ſays, 
Thou art virtue, fame, 7 
Honour and all things elſe ] who can {get tes 


He ſhall be noble, valiant, Pay." F 
Meſc. And what he will, fir, Ad . Sc. 1. | 


Whick lines are an exact rranflation' of the following from He- 
race pI 
F | * enim res 
Virtus, fama, decus, divina bumanagque pulchris, 
Divitiis parent: quas qui cenſtruxerit, ille 
Clarus erit fortis, juſtus, ſapiens 5 etiam et reꝶ 1 
Et guicguid volt. 'L 2. 8. 3. 


] leave the learned reader to judge, which of the two, this claſ- 
ſical bard,” or our illiterate one, with his ſmall Latin and . 
have beſt expreſt the ſpirit and meaning of Horace. 

(6) No, &c.] This is well explained, Mr. Va burton 3 
by the following lines of Pe us Sat. 2. V+ 10. 


Et o % 
Sub my crepet argentt ſeria dextro. (+ 


Hercule 


Or, O thou chund rer s ſon, great Hercul , 

That once thy bounteous deity would pleaſe, 
Io guide my rake upon the chinking ſound 

Of ſome vaſt treaſure hidden under ground. 


L 5 N Drodia.. 


* 


- vp wat þ : 
Ks. . #& 


5 
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Make the hoar leproſy ador d; place thieves, .. 
And give them title, knee, and approbation, 7811 
With ſenators on the bench ; this is it.. 
That makes the (7) waped widow wed again: 
She, whom the ſpittle-houſe and ulcerous ſores 
Would caſt the gorge at, this embalms and 7 6h | 
To th'April day again. Come, damned earth, 
Thou common whore of mankind, chat putt'ſt odds 
Among . Lotto) 
Do thy right nature. 


Scenes IV. "nds as Alcſbiades. 


Go on, here's gold, go on;; 
Be as a planetary plague; when Jove © © 
Wilt o'er ſome-high-vic'd city hang his poiſon 
In the fick air: let not thy ſword ſkip one, 
Pity not honour'd age for his white beard, 


He is an uſurer. Strike me the matron, 


It is her habit only that is honeſt, 


Herſelf's a bawd. Let not the virgin s check . 


Make ſoft thy trenchant ſword ; for thoſe milk paps, 


That through the window-lawn bore at mens eyes, 

Are not within the leaf of pity writ ; 

get them down horrible traitors. Spare not the babe, 
We Ae {miles from fools n $: their mercy 3 


Think 


0 Waped, 5. . e. forrowful, en Ben ae. in the 
S e of the ſame play we mentioned but now, 0 "Gs B 


** That gold transforms 


The moſt deformed, and reſtores them lovely 
 As*twere the ſtrange poetical girdle. 


The old fellow is here again at his books, as if, the lighteſt remark 
were not to proceed from his own brain, but to be midwiv'd 
by him into the world from the claſſics. Lucian, in his Gallus, ſays, 


Ogas og, &c. You ſee what mighty advantages gold produces, 


| Ance it transforms, Ge mp ors; Juſt as 1 were a 


poetical girdle, 


ee A. 


AKC 
— —— H— 


a me ˙ ! ˙ . a. ok . WW. ˙ö U oe ae. 


- Timon of Athens. | be "897 
Think it a baſtard, whom the oracle 
Hath doubtfully pronounc'd thy throat ſhall cut, 
And mince it ſans remorſe. | Swear Sena.” | | 
Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes; 2 
Whoſe proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes, 
Nor ſight of prieſt in holy veſtments bleeding, 
Shall pierce a jot. There's gold to pay thy ſoldiers. | 
Make large confaſion ; and thy fury 449 ; 
Confounded dex; Inge] ! Speak wor, Bs E gone, © 


* V1 « 00 
4% e Cane. 9 


r ſow. bitrg 
In hollow banes of man, ftrike heir ſharp ſkins 6 28 
And mar, mens ſpurring. Crack the lawyer's voice;. 
That be may never more falſe title plead, n odr, al 
Nor ne (8) Hoar the Flamen, 

N | Phat 


68) Hoar, &e," Mr. Ut Jainl percei * was. - 
—_ wrong in this rp, ry to =" naw 
Haar ſe the Flamen. ee 


i e. wick hoarſe : for: to i ay chime 7 reverence : this, 4 not 
only the poets but the ſcripture Lit. xix. 32. Thou 
ſnalt riſe up before; the boary he. Add to this, that Saar ſe, is 
here moſt proper, as oppoſed to  ſcolds. The poet could never 
mean—** Give the Flamen the hoary leproſy that ſcolds, boar, in 
this ſenſe is ſo ambiguous, that the conſtruction hardly admits it, 
and the oppoſition plainly requires the other readi 3 See Crit. 
Obſervations, p. 198. Tho“, I muſt confeſs Mr. Upron' s conjec 
ture very ingenious, and acknowledge with him, boar, as it Rands, 
can never be Shateſptar's werd ; yet neither can 1 7 think, brarſe, 
to be ſo : tho? perhaps it may, ſeem unreaſonable in me to con- 
demn it, without being able to offer a better in its place. But I 
am apt to imagine there is a word by ſome means or other ſlipt 1 
out of the text, and wanted where 1 have plac d the afteriſk. . "6 


Nor ſound, his villets muri. ®. the boar Flamen 
That ſcolds, Oe. 


What the word ſs loſt is, or how it muſt be ſupplied, can be as 
conjeQure, ſo that every reader will have « pleaſing opportunity 
of trying his critical 1. W ; the epither. bs. N proper for h 

Funes, 


1 


4 
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Z That ſcolds againſt the quality"of fleſh,” Ag 
And not believes himſelf. Down with the noſe, 517 K 
Don With it flat; take the bridge quite way 
Of him, that his particular (9) toforeſee'? 70014 ey 
Smells from the gen' ral Weal. Make carer pate _ 
| fans bac. py | 
And let the unfcair'd braggarts of the war n | 
Derive ſome pain from oũb. 1 


> -+- 9 24 Ann: 


— E V. Timon's Reflections on pho Far th, | 


That nature being ſick of man's unkindneſs, 
Should yet be hungry ! Common mother, thou 


Whoſe womb unmeaſurable, and infinite break 
Teems, and feeds all; oh, chou! whoſe ſelf came 
_mettle , 
(Whereof thy proud. 6bild, arrogant man, is s puft) 
Engenders the black toad, and adder blue. 
be gilded newt, and eyeleſs venom'd worm; 


With all th' abhorred births below (19! criſp heav'n, 
Whereon 


Flamen, and it ſeems to me, if we allow 2 8 there is none, or 
— © lietle difference between what he and the lawyer were to ſuf- | 
it ſeems probable, Feolds, in the nert line, has been miſ- a 
Face d; and, Mdulging conjecture, we may at leaft be allowed to 
——_ the paſſage originally ſtood thus; 
Nor ſound his quillets ſhrewdly. Seal the Boar Flamen,. 
That rail againſt the quality of the fleſh | | 


And not believes himſeſf. 2 
Thus, that part of the Flamen, which | procures him reverence, 
his hcary head would ſuffer, and thus the puniſhments are varied. . 
But this is only gueſs-work, and yet in ſuch caſes we have a better A 
right to proceed in the daring work o alteration, than wien N 
author's text is corrupt only to our feeble ĩimaginations. ; 
(o) To foreſes] As men by foreſeeing, provide for Wet 4 take, c care } 
of their affairs, Shakeſpear ules the word in that ſen of 4-4 J 
that to foreſee, provide for and fre after] his own particular ad- 
vantage, Cc. 
(10) Criſp—eriſpus, . curled ; alluding to the clouds, 0 
that appear curled, and Wo: which bs, gion: that ene} in * 8 
8 | 45 ee e "I 
To 4. . | 


On the curled clouds, 


bb SW WW WT. 


— — — RS 


Whereon Hyperion's quickning fire doth . 93 re 
Yield him, who all thy human ſons do hate, 
From forth thy plenteous boſom, one poor . inf 
Enſear thy fertile and conceptions: wombd; 21 
Let it no more bring out ingrateful man. ch 
Go great with tygers, dragons, wolves and bears, 
Teem with new monſtere, whom thy upward e 
Hath to the — manſion all above 
Never preſented O, a root — dear thanks!? 
(11) Dry apthy mm veins; and plough-torn leas,. 
Whereof ingtateful man wirhliq'riſh-dravghts, /.. + 
And morſels un&uous, greaſes his my mind, 
That ane it Ill confideration MW ff .x = 


* * I BY 1 


Timon's D el with ban. A 

* 

Apem. This is in thee a ata but affected, '# 
A poor unmanly melancho y, ſprang?! ! „17 


From change of fortune. Why this ſpade? this place 3 
This ſlave- like habit, and theſe looks of car? 

Thy flatt'rers yet wear ſilk, drink wine, lie ſoft; 
Hug their diſeas d perfumes, and have forget 
That ever Timon was. Shame not theſe (12) weeds, 


3 bytoodas 3129 vibaxw a . ty 
re & © ., 3] . py * * 7 
(11) Dry up]. Mr. 77 rton dy here, | — barrow 
©cins, and plough-torn 127 #: vn red her, Dry. 2 
Dry up thy meadows, vineyards, plough-tor n lens 
The Oxford editor has ſome ground for his eriticiſm, for I find in 
the folio, narretut, wines, Fey and for Mr. Warhurton's, there is 
indeed ſomething to be ſaid, tho he, muſt abſerve, the mętap or 
is not kept up by his en ion, (for tis to keep up the 2 or 
he alters) except . 6/0 debe benen n of las into 
limbs ! 
(12) Weeds) This Was Deen till Ater d by Mr. 1 
we may obſerve, > frequently er Timon v his 
change of garb, 1 DN 11 


This flave-like 1 | 
This ſowr cold habit on... 


0» 


* * 0 % N % J ' 
t 


— 
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By putting on the cunning of a ear per.. 
Be thou a flatt'rer now, and ſeek to thrire 
By that which has undone thee; hinge thy knee, 
And let his very breath whom thou' lt obſerve 
Blow off thy cap; praiſe his moſt n 
And call it excellent. Thou waſt told thus: ä 
Rab thine ears, like Ts; that bid wel. 

come FRET 
To knaves, and all approachers : "is moſt jul 2 

That thou turn raſcal : hadft thou wealth again, 

Raſcals ſhould have t. Do not aſſume my likeneſs. 
Tim. Were I like thee, I'd throw away myſelf, _ 
Hem. Thou'ſt caſt away thyſelf,” being like thyſell. 

So long a madman, now a fool. What, think'ſt 

thou, | 

That the bleak air, thy boiſterous enn 
Will put thy ſhirt on warm ? will theſe * moſs d trees 
That bave out-liv'd the eagle, page thy heels, 
And ſkip 'when thou por out ! will the cold 

brock, 

Candied wick ice, e thy wang tale. | | 
To cure thy o'er-night's ſurſeit ? Call the creatures, 
Whoſe naked natures live in all the ſpight * 
Of wreakful heav'n, whoſe bare unhouſed trunks, 

To the confliiing elements expos'd, 

' Anſwer meer nature; bid them flatter thee ; 

Oh! thou ſhalt nd 
Tim. Thou art a flave, whom fortune's tender arm 

With favour never claſp'd ;; but bred a dog. 

Hadſt thou, like us, from our firſt ſwath — - 
Through ſweet degrees that this brief world affords, 
To ſuch, as may the paſſive drugs of it 

Freely command; thou wouldft have plung'd thyſelf. 
1s general riot, melted down thy 5 4; LY 


* Moſ?'d, Oxf. edit, yulg. — 


Timon of Athens. 223 
In different beds af luſt, and never learn d | 
The icy precepts of reſpect, but follo wel 
The ſugar'd game before thee. But myſelf. 
Who had the world as my confeftionary, 
The mouths, thin; the 6feps the hearts of 

men 
At duty, more than I could frame ene 
That numberleſs upon me ſtuck, as leaves 
Do on the oak; have with one winter's bruſh = 
Fall'n from their boughs, and left me open, bare 
For every ſtorm that blows. I to bear this, 
That never knew but better, is ſome burthen, _ 
Thy nature did commence in ſuff rance; time 
Hath made the hard int. Why ſhouldſt thou. hate 
men? 

They never flatter d thee. What haſt thou, ah Aber 
If thou wilt curſe thy father, that poor rag, 
Muſt be thy ſubje& ;- Who in ſpight put ſtuff * 
To ſome ſhe-beggar, and compounded thee 
Poor rogue hereditary. Hence ! be gone 
If thou hadſt not been born the waiſt of n af] 


8 


3 
eee, e 
wy On Gold. i ee 

o, thou ſweet king-killer, and dear eee 
[Looking on the gold. 


'Twixt. natural fon 1 fire ! thou bright defiler 
Of Hymen's pureſt bed! thou valiant Mars! i 
Thou ever young, ſreſh, lov'd and delicate wooer, 
(13) Whoſe bluſh doth thaw the conſecrated ſnow, | 
| That 

Whoſe blub, &c.] The here is exquiſitely beauti. 

ow, FB and 25 ha pry here ba ge a fable 
and cuſtom of antiquity, vis. the ſtory of Danae and the golden 


tower : and the uſe of conſecrating to a god or coddeſs, that i | 
N 


which, from a fimilarity of nature, they 1 1 — te bold 
in eſteem, Warburton, 
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That lies on Dian's lap! thou viſible Gd. 


That ſouldreſt cloſe impoſſibilities, +- 
And mak ' ſt them kiſs ! that ſpeak ſt with — n 
To every purpoſe Oh, thou touch of hearts! 
Think, thy ſlave man rebels; and by thy virtue 

Set them into confounding odds, that n 


May die W 


Scare vn. Times, to e: Thee, pf 


Why ſhould you wane? behold; the earth bath 
roots, 

Within this mile brealsforth an hundred ſprings ; 
The aak&bear maſts,” the briers ſearlet hips : 
The bounteous huſwife nature on each buſh 
Lays her full meſs before you. Want? why want? 

1 Thief. We cannot live on Rn on Surf "Ne, 
As beaſts, and birds; and fiſhes.” . 

Tim, Nor on "the beaſts themſelves, the vie, and 

JE + HB: - 2 05217 

You muſt eat men. "Farina 1 nen n 
That you are thieves profeſt; that you work not 
In holier ſhapes ; for there is boundleſs theft 
In limited profeſſions. Raſcals, thieves, 
Here's gold. Go, ſuck the ſubtle blood o 'th' gra pe, 
Till the high fever ſeeth your blood to froth,” 
And ſo ſcape hanging. 'Truft not the pbyſician, 
His antidotes are poiſon, and he ſlays 
More than you rob; ? takes wealth and life together: : 
Do villany, do, fince you profeſs to do't, | 
Like workmen ; I'll example you with thievery, 
The ſan's a thief, and with his great attraction 
Reon a ſea. The moon's an arrant thief, 
| | wack rand hare | And 


Takes wealth and life together; Ox erd edit Take 
MF and live together. 1 Y my 


CC FH I fry &. ny of A tant 


imo If Athens. 239 


And her pale fire ſhe ſnatches from the ſun. 

The ſea's a thief, hoſe liquid ſurge-refolves 

The (14) mounds into ſalt tears. The earth's a thief, 
That feeds and brgeds by a compbſture ſtol'n 

From gen'ral encrements: each thüng's a tief: 
The laws, yoαẽ⏑,νjjjh¾m and whip, in their rough poπ.er 
Have uncheck'd theft. Love not yousſelves, aπJy, 
Rob one another, there's more gold; cut throats ; 

All that you meet are thieves : to Athens go, 

Break open ſhops, for nothing can you ſteal 

But thieves do loſe it. | 


ACT v. SCENE I. 


n his honeſt Steward. 

Forgive my gen'ral and exceptleſs raſhneſs, 
Perpetual, fobEx gods go,proclaink, =» 
One honeſt man; "nitake me not, but one: 
No more, I pray; 's a ſteward. 
How fain would ! ha bated all mankind, 
And thou redeem'ſt Wo but all, ſave thee, 
I fell with curſes. 
(15) Methinks, thou art more honeft now, than wiſe 3 
For, by oppreſſing and betraying me, 
Thou might'ſt have ſooner got another ſervice; 
For many ſo arrive at ſecond maſters, 


Upon their firſt lord's neck. 


Land 


(14) Mounds) This formerly was moon, and the alteration is 
claimed by Mr. Theobald and Mr. Warbuiton ; the opinion they 
ſuppoſe our author alludes to, is, that the ſaltneſs of the ſea is 
cauſed hy ſeveral ranges or mounds of rock · ſalt under water, with 
which reſolving liquor the ſea was impregnated. The whole of 
this ſeems to be a good deal in the manner of Anacreon's celebrated 
drinking ode, too well known to be inſerted here, 

(15) Merhinks, &c. ] See Othello, p. 160, 


Scents 


7” — — 
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+, SCENE V. Mek and Infolence.. FR 
<P * ” "> 4 * I | 


N Res testi wibing' N RT 
Shall GC and pact in pur rest chairs of eaſe 3 

And purſy infolence ſhall break his wind 

With fear and horrid flight. 
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quam falutem Hominibus dando. Orat. pro legar. ſub, fin. See 
Enquiry into the learning of Shakeſpear, p. 64. 


* 
191 n 


1 0 
II. 


5 TH: 


ACT''L .SCEN 
MERCY. 
"W thou draw near the nature of the 


| Gods? 
| | Draw near them then in being merciful ; 
Sweet Mercy is nobility's true badge. 


Sexy We THANKS. 


Thanks, to men | 
Of noble minds, is. honourable meed. 


Sceng IV. "Yi Irtoitation to Love. 
(2) The birds chaunt melody on every buſh, 
The ſnake lies rolled in the chearful ſun, 


(1) Wilt, &c.} See vol. I. p. 69. n. 11+ This, as Mr. Whalley 
has obſerved, is directly the ſenſe and words of a paſſage in one of 
Cicero's fineſt orations : Homines ad Dees nulla re us accedunt , 


(2) The Birds, &c.] 
Nobilis æſli was platanus, &c. 
X plain diffus'd its bow' ring verdure wide 

With trembling pines, which to the Zephyrs figh'd 3 

Laurels with berries crown'd, the inwove, 

And the ſoft cypreſs ever whiſp'ring love: 

Midft theſe a brook in winding murmurs ſtray d, 

Chiding the pebbles over which it play d, 

"Twas love's Elyfum, Perron Arb. by Addiſon Junior: 
The 
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The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind, 
d make a chequer d ſhadow on the ground: 
nder their ſweet ſhade, Aaron, let us fit, 
And whilſt the babling echo mocks the hounds, 
Replying ſhrilly to the well-tun'd horns, 
As if a double hunt were heard at once, 
Let us fit down and mark their yelling noiſe : 
And after conflict, ſuch as was ſuppas'd 
The wand'ring prince and Dido once enjoy'd, 
When with a happy ſtorm they were ſurpriz'd, 
And curtain'd with a counſel-keeping cave ; 
We may each wreathed in the others arms, . 
(Our paſtime done) poſſeſs a” golden ſlumber | 
« Whilſt haunds and horns, and ſweet melodious birds 
Be unto us, as is a nurſe's ſong © 
Of n 0 bring. her _ N. 


1 & * 


SCENE V. yal, a Fd ans; melanchoþ one 
A”  : deſcribed. 17 4 | 


(3) A barren and deteſted : vale, vou, ſee, it is. 
The trees, tho' ſummer, yet forlorn and lean, 
O'ercome with moſs, and baleful miſſelto. 

Here never ſhines the ſun : Here nothing breeds 


TP 


e Barry el. rr ig 
Non bc autumn — aut ali — 
8 Ceſpite lætus ager e non verno per ſana carts | 
Mollia diſcor di ſirepitu virgulta loquuntur : 


Sed chars & mgro ſquallentia pumice Jaxa... | 
Gaudent ferali circum tumulata cupreſſu. , 


No autumn here, e'er cloaths herſelf with green, 

Nor joyful ſpring the languid herbage cheers; 
Nor feather d warblers chant their pleaſing ſtrains, 

In vernal concert to the ruſtling boughs : 

But chaos reigns, and ragged rocks around, 

With * but balefu] 12 are adorn d. 
rn a . by Baker. 


Unleſs 


, n * 
- 7 = 4 L 
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Titus Andronicuss®: +” * 

Unleſs dead owl, or fatal raven 

And when they ſhe w'd me this abhorred pit, vhs 

| They told me, here at dead time of the night, 

A thouſand fiends, a;thouſand hiſſing ſnakes, 

Ten thouſand ſwelling toads, as many — 551 
Would make ſuch fearful and confuſed cries, 


As any mortal body, hearing it, 
Should ſtrait fall mad, or elſe die ſuddenly. 


ScENE. VII. 4 . ina:cath Pit, 
(4) Upon his bloody finger he doth. wear * 


A precious ring, that lightens all the hole 3 Ah 3 1 
Which, like a taper in ſome monument, n 
J Doth ſhine upon the dead man's earthy cheeks, _ 121 


And ſhews the ragged entrails of this (© pe 


Lung Lady Playing on. the Lau and n 


Fair Philomela, ſhe but loſt her tongue, | Bo 
And in a tedious: ſampler ſew'd her mind. | 
But, lovely neice, that mean is cut from thee; 
A craftier Tereus haſt thou met withal, 
And he hath cut thoſe pretty fingers off. 
That could have better ſew'd than Philomel, 
Oh, bad the monſter ſeen thoſe lilly hands 
' Tremble, like gen re, ron a lute 


_e 


(4) Upon, &c.] We y t. poſe the light 8 into the pit 
by this ring; ſomething of at kind Milton 0 of, in the 
firſt book of Paradiſe Loft, | 


A dungeon horrible on all ſides round, 
As one great furnace flam'd : yet from theſe flames. 
No light, but rather darkneſs viſible 
Sery'd only to diſcover W of woe, Cc. P. bu, 


Again, 


The ſeat of deſolation void of light, erte e Ex 
"+: Save what the glimmering of theſe livid flames, 

© Caſts pale and dread ful P, 181. 
eſs | And 
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And make the ſilken ſtrings delight to kiſs them ; 

He would not then have touch d them for his life. © | 
(5) Or had he heard the theavnly harmony, 

Which that ſweet tongue hath made: M2 
He would have dropt his knife, and fell aſleep, 
As Cerberus at the Thracian poets feet. 


Ac m., SCENE II. 
Ladys Tongue cut out. 


O, that delightful engine of her thoughts, 
That blab'd them with fuck pleaſing eloquence, | 
Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage, 
Where, like a ſweet melodious bird, it fung 


Sweet various notes, inchanting every eat ! 


(JV or, c.] This puts me in mind of that moſt excellent paſ- 
Gage in Milton's Comm, where upon the lady's finging, Com 
| obſerves, | 1444. a4 | 4 ” 4 — of , * 2 | "74 . 
| 

Can any mortal mixture of earths mould 
Breathe ſuch divine inchanting raviſhment ? 
Sure ſomething holy lodges in that breaſt, 
And with theſe raptures moves the vocal air 
To teſtify his hidden refidence 2... , 
How ſweetly did they float upon the wings 
Of filence, thro* the empty-vaulted night, 
At every fall ſmoothing the raven down. 
Of darkneſe, till it fmil'd ! I have oft heard 
My mother Ciree, with the Sirens three 
Amidft the flow'ry-kirtled Naiades 
Ciulling their potent herbs and baleful drugs & 
_ Who-as they ſung, 'wou'd take the priſon d ſoul « 
And lap it in um: Sylla e.. 
And chid her barking waves into attention | 
And fell Chartbdis murmur'd ſoft applauſe : , 
©" Yet they in pleaſing Number luN'd the ſenſe 
And in ſweet madneſs robb'd it of itſelf. | 
But ſuch a ſacred and home-felt Delight, 
Such, ſober certainty of waking bliſs, 
I never heard till neu 
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For now I kund, as one upon & rock, 


Tis 


Environ'd with a wilderneſs of ſea, D eee h 


Who marks the waxing tide grow wave en 1 * 
Expecting ever when ſome envious LY 
Will in his briniſh bowels ſwallow him. 


Tears per- to Dew on a Lilly. 


(5) When 1 did name her brothers, Gen! kan teas | 
Stood on her cheeks ; a8 doth the honey-dew 
Upon a en] almoſt" Wiener dy" A's 


a Nad teen 1 YES 


 RefleAtions on ile a wa 


Mar. (6) Alas, my lord, I have but kill d a dy 
Tit. nnen, 
He þ + | _ How 


> 
- 
o 9 - 
7x ö 1 4 
” . — 


(5) See Vol, I. p. 86. A. 11. 1 : SIS | : 

(6) Alas. ] mind of Titus is wholly taken up with a re- 
flection on his — and his miſeries as a : His 
brother Marcus 1 fly, he n $ cruelty z 
for, ſays he, 


[Mins pes a are cloy'd with view of tyranny 1 
A deed of death done on the innocent 
Becomes not Titus brother. 


And he further reflects een 
* How, fays he, if this pou fly, had a father and mother 
how ? what— would be hang, * The reader muſt ** 
propriety ; for ſurely, he „5 add, © how would they, the 
father and the mother, for the loſs, hang their ſlender gilded 


wings. and bus-lamentin ? 80 
e ee that doubtleſs 


How wou'd they hang their ſlender gilded wings 
And buz-lamenting doings in the air? 


For the Bs tp after being kill'd, could not hang his wings bimſelf, 
nor bus · deings 3 which word, though perhaps not al. 


Wy 8 | A TT 2 ; 1 4 r 
240 The Bott" of SAE ESP EAR. 
How would he hang his ſlender gilded wings, . 1 
And buz-lamenting doings in N ar? ä 


Poor harmleſs ff, % 


That with his pity bonchög mdedy, RT to? 
— — n $0110 b 00% 
And thou bat Kil'd him Dunne: 


SE” 
A. 5 & duc! 1 Bat 1 412 . T9 . a6 


X E ENG E. 


Lo, by thy Sewers rape, and * . ; 
Now give ſome ſurance that thou art revenge, 
Stab them, or. tear them on thy chariot heels 
And then Lu come and be thy, wag gener 75 09 


And whirl along with thee; about the globe 1 
Provide two proper palfries black as jet, 


To hale thy vengeful waggon ſwift away, 
And find out murders in their guilty caves. 

And hen thy car is loaden with their head, 
E will diſmount, and by thy waggon wkerrk 
Prot like a ſervile foot - man all day long; 
Even from Hyperion's rifing 1 in the . 1 | 
Until his very downfal in the Tea.” vl a $4 >) 


together ſo ex eee. — to me tbe ti — lie is frequently 
uſed for an 4 * a thing done: Mr, Theobald propoſes, 

ana Ning bars > one. te e 

Though he was 1 af the ſimilarity between the word and 

the epithet ; notwithſtanding which the: Oxford editor ph 91g I 


9 * ps? PIC. eme and e i TIE is 30 
, ; « © | 
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Troilus and Oe, 


55 


A e TI 8 c E N E I. 
Love, in a brave young Soldier, 
(1) ALL here my varlet: Fl! un- arm again. 
Why ſhould I war without the walls of 
HR "UA ws hs 
That find ſuch cruel battle here within ? 1 


Each Trojan, that is maſter of his heart, — 
Let him to field: 1 alas! hath none. 


(: ) Call, &c.] Mr, Theobald and Mr. Upton both perceiv'd 
author's alluſion here to an ode of Anzacreon,. (or, — — 
ys, to a thought printed among thoſe poems, which are 
aſcribed to Anacremm.”) Ben * as well as our author, al- 
* it in the following 

. O 1am wounded ! 
1 3 Sir? 
Not without 
eb blows keygens I could bear them ever, 
t an Cupi ting from 
Hath ſhot bier into me, like e 
Where now he flings about his b 
As in a furnace, ſome ambitious fire 
Whoſe vent is ſtopt. DN | 
This is the ode : 
— E; Þ cavro 
APnxw ns BNN 
Mo. d. xagoins p66 
| Kt N Avon, | 

_Marw N exo R, e a 

T. vf Bane wal" 45e, 8 
MAXHZ ELN M 32 N 
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The Greeks are ſtrong, and ſkilful to their prong 
Fierce to their ſkill, and to ee, W 
But Lam weaker than a woman's tear 
Tamer than ſleep, fonder than ignorance ; 
Leſs valiant than the virgin in the — 


* willed N. 'd , . 


5 Pandarus! I tell thee, e e. K 

When I do tell thee; there my hopes lye drown'd, 
Reply not, in how many fathoms deep, 

They lye indrench'd. I tell thee, I am mad 

In Creflid's love. Thou anſwer'ſt, the is fair; 
Pour'ſt in the open ulcer of my heart, 

Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gate, her voice; ; 
Handleſt in thy diſcourſe O that (2) her hand! 
In whoſe compariſon, all whites are ink, 


Deinde ſeipſum projecit in modum teli: mediuſque cordis mei pe· 

netravit & me ſolvit. Fruſtra itaque habeo ſcutum: quid enim 
muniamur extra, bello intus me exercente. | Mr Dtn, ſpcak- 
ing of the ſeveral tranſlations of the laſt line but one, adds Now 
I will ſet Shakeſpear's tranſlation againſt them them all: V 


aoild T war without. Ti vag Padwp) 18 For this is the 


meaning of the phraſe, guid . 
n See Remarks on thi 
plays of Ben Johnſon, p. 28. 


(2) Her band, &c. 13 the „ 
ing of a white hang, ye; 

e ſuow, . 

Fann'd with the eaſtern wind, ars, 

When thou hold t up thy hand A . ſ. 6. 

1 don't know what to make of the words and ſpirir of ſenſe, nor 
do · any of the erities ſatisfy me: the Oxford editor reads | 

To th" fpirit of ſenſe; . | 
Mr. Warburton, And (ſpite of ſenſe.) ., . 
Neither of Which appear eb mgpormee mow reng wal 
whether oy ihe he L. 2 he _— * 275 ee. 


; that 
F of he e hard 9 8 - 


delicate ſenſe, its „ere BS. vs) 
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Troilus and Creſſida. 243 

» Writing their o- u reproach : to whoſe ſoft ſeizate 

The cignet's down is harſh, and fpirit of ſenſe 
Hard as the palm of plowman. This thou tell'ſt me 
(As true thou tell'ſt me) when I ſay I love her: A:. 
But ſay ing thus, inſtead of oil and balm, ib 
Thou lay'ft in every gaſhthat love hen ts . f. 
The knife that made it. 


ScENR v. Sucreſi, Dr. 


The ample propoſition that hope makes, | 
In all deſigns begun on earth below, + 
Fails in the promis'd largeneſs: checks and dialen 
Grow in the veins of action, higheſt rear d; 

As knots, by the conflux-of meeting ſap," : 
Infe& the ſound pine, and divert his grain 
Tortive and errant from his courſe of grow. 


2 n Degree. 8 
£ © Take but degree away; untune that firing, of 
5 And hark what diſcord follows; each ching meets 8 

e | In meer oppugnancy. The bounded waters +, 

« Would lift their boſoms higher than the ſhores,. _ 


And make a ſop of all this ſolid globe: 2 


1 Strength would be lord of imbecillity, - 
And the rude ſon would ſtrike his father 1 


Force would be right; or rather, right and wrong 


8 whoſe endleſs jar Juſtice (3) reſides} 
or EI M - ' Woul 


( 1) Refer] The thought lire | is beautifol and fablitne: Right 
and wrong are ſuppoſed as enemies, who, are perpetually at war, 
between whom Fuſlice hath her place of refidence, and firs as an 
umpire ; for 'tis the endleſs jar of tight and wrong, that only gives 

&] ocgaſion: for the inferpoſition of juſtice. Mr. W.rbu-ton hath, in this 
9 been too ſevere on poor bald the critic, (as he calls Him) 
- fot dropping; a light remark, which, were it not defenſible, ſhould 
rather be excus' d than cenſur d; th introduc'd an alteration of 
remarker might poſſibly find plea- 

the'only buſineſs | of 1b 
mentato $ 
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Would loſe their names, and ſo would Juftice tod. " 
Then every thing includes itſelf in power ; mp9. 
Power into will, will into appetite ; 

Ard appetite (an univerſal wolf, 

So doubly ſeconded with will and power) 


Muſt 9655 PROSE ul WNT peep, = 36551 1 
And laſt, eat up itſelf. +2877 (nz e 
| ConduZt in War ſuperior to Anion. 
| 
. The ſtill and mental parts, 


— 


« That do contrive how many hands ſhall ſtrike, 
; When fitneſs call them on, and know by meaſure 
' Of their obſervant toil the enemies weigt 
Why, this hath not a finger's dignit) / 4 
They call this bed- work mapp'ry, cloſet war 
So that the ram that batters down the wall, 
For the great ſwing and rudeneſs of his poize, R 
They place before his hand that made the engine 
Or thoſe, that with the ſineneſs of 1 
By reaſon 55 his Execution. . Nen 


Scan VI. Restes. u coal 


I ak, that I might waken reverence, 
And bid the cheek be ready with a bluſh 


Modeſt as morning, when e cold eyes 
I's * Phoebus, | 


ACT I. SCENE m. 


DOUBT. 


The wound of peace is furety, 
Surety ſecure ; ce Abe call'd 
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mentator is to do juſtice to his author, it ſeems'to me, highly im- 
—_—_ one's obſervations with the gall of private animo- 
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The 5 — of the wile; 3 the tent that ene 
To th' bottom of the worſt. 8 


Scene IV. Pidſi nd Revenge. 
- Pleaſure and revenge 6 
Here cars mans gt OE. to the voice T 
Of any true deciſion. TY \ 


ACT II. SC EN * m. 
An expelling Lover. 
No, Pandarus : I ſtalk about her door 

Like a ſtrange ſoul upon the Stygian banks | 

Staying for waftage. O, be thou my Charon, it ' 

And give me ſwift tranſportance to thoſe fields, | | 
| 
| 


* 


= * 
-*z;% 


Where I may wallow in the lilly beds 1 
Propos'd for the deſerver! O, gentle Pandarus, 1 
From Cupid's ſhoulders pluck his painted wings, 
e eas 

m giddy ; expectation whirls me round. 

=o imaginary reliſh is ſo ſweet, 

That it inchants my ſenſe : what will it be, 

When that the watry palate taſles indeed, 

Love's thrice reputed nectar? Death, I fear me; 
Swooning deſtruction, or ſome joy too fine, 

Too ſubtle-potent, and wo ſharp in ſweetneſs, 
For the capacity of my rude powers; 

I fear it much, and I do fear befides, 

That I ſhall loſe diſtinction in my joys; 

As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps 
The flying enemy. * * * *® 
My heart beats thicker than a fev'rous pulſe ; 
And all my powers do their beſtowing loſe, 
Like vaſlalage at unawares encountring 


The eye of majeſty, 


. 1 
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ScENE V. Conſtancy in Love protefted. 
Troilus. True ſwains in love ſhall-in the world to 
r | A 
Approve their truths by Troilus: when their rhimes, 
Full of proteſt, of oath, and big compare, 
Want fimilies : truth, tired with iteration, 
As true as ſteel, (4) as plantage to the moon, 
As ſun to day, as turtle to her mate, 
As iron to adamant, as earth to th' center: 
Yet after all compariſons of truth, ' 
(As truths autheatick author to be cited) 
As true as Troilus, ſhall:crown up the 
And ſanctify the numbers. 
Cre/: Prophet may you be! 
If I be falſe, or ſwerve a hair from truth, 
When time is old and hath forgot itſelf, 
hen water drops have worn the ſtones of Troy, 
And blind oblivion ſwallow'd cities up, 
And mighty ſtates characterleſs are grated 
o duſty nothing; yet let memory, 
rom faiſe to falſe, among falſe maids in love, 
Gpbraid my falſhood! when they've ſaid, as falfe 
As air, as water, as wird, as ſandy earth; 
As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer's calf ; 
Pard to the hind, or ſtep-dame to her ſon; 
Yea—let them ſay, to ſtick the heart of falſhood, 
As falſe as Cxeſſid. 


20 | edi | © It was 

) As plentage, &c.] The Oxford editor obſerves, 
3 the 3 opinion, that the production and growth 
of plants depended much upon the influences of the moon: and the 


rules and directions given for ſowing, planting, grafting, pruning, 


had reference generally to the changes, the increaſe, or waining 
of che moon. : | 


* Scexs 


- Trois and Cr — 


Scene VII. Pride eres Pride. | 


Pride hath no other glaſs” _ 
To ſhew itſelf, but pride : for 5 oe 
Feed arrogance, and are the proud man's fees. 


G reatieſs, contemptible when it deelines.. 


'Tis certain, greatneſs, once fall'n out with lese. 
Muſt fall out with men too: what the declined is, 
He ſhall as ſoon read in the eyes of others. 
As feel in his own fall: for men, like butterflies 
Shew not their mealy wings but to the ſummer A 
And not a man, for being ſimply man, 3 
Hath honour, but is honour'd by thoſe honours 
That are without him: as place, riches, favour, 
Prizes of accident as oft as merit; 
Which, when they fall, (as being fippiry Handen) - 
The love that lean'd on them, as ipp;ry_t00,. 
(5) Do one pluck. down another, ee 
Die in the fall. „ bien 


Honour cont ind 72 re: ary. to San its Titi 


Time hath, my lord; a wallet at his back, 
Wherein he puts alms for oblivion, 
(A great-ſiz'd monſter of ingratitudes) 
Thoſe ſcraps are good deeds paſt, which are devour'd 
As faſt as they are made, forgot as ſoon _ 
As done: perſeverance keeps honour bright: 
To have done, is to hang quite out of faſhion, 
Like ruſty mail in monumental mockery. 


For honour travels in a ſtraight ſo narrow, 
M 4 Where 


(5) Do] This is commonly read d:th ; but ſo, is not Engliſh, 
Which, in the 3d line preceding, is the nominative caſe, and plural: 
the reſt ſhould all be read as in a parentheſis, I find, the Oxford 
editor is the only one that reads it properly, 


ꝗñ5ñ7é ——_— —  — — — 


448 The Beattties of Snaxs EAA. 
Where one but goes abreaſt; keep then the path; 
For emulation hath a thouſand ſons +. 
That one by one purſue; if you give way, 

Or turn aſide from the direct forth right, 
Like to an entred tide, they all ruſ by, 
And leave you hindermoſt ; and there you — 

Like to à gallant horſe fall'n in firſt rank, 

For pavement to the abje& rear, der- runnn 
And trampled on: then what they do in preſent, 

Pho? leſs than yours in paſt, muſt o er- top yours. 
For time is like a faſhionable hoſt, . 

That ſlightly ſhakes his parting gueſt by the hand; 
But with his arms out- ſtretch'd, as he would fly, 
Graſps in the comer ; welcome ever ſmiles, 

And farewel goes out Lghing. | O let not virtue ſeek 
Remuneration for the thing it was; 

For beauty, wit, high birth, deſert in ſervice 
Love, friendſhip, charity, are ſubjects all 

To envious and caluminating time. : 

One touch of nature makes the whole world kin; 
That all, with one eonfent praiſe new-born gawds, 
Tho' they are made and moulded of things paſt; 

And give to duſt, that is a little gilt, | 
More land than they will give to gold o'er duſted : 


Tonne praiſes the preſenr objec. 
Sczne VIII. Love 00! off by a Soldier. 


Sweet, rouſe yourſelf ; and the weak wanton Cupid 
Shall from your neck unlooſe his am'rous fold ; 
And, like a dew- drop from the lion's mane, 
Beſhook to air. 
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Proilus — Creſiida. "899 


SON 1404 $ 30 STAGE 


ACT- . SCENE U. HIER 
Lovers parting in the Mwrning. 


Treil. (6) O Creſida! betchat de ast 
Wak'd by the lark, has rous'd the ribald crowny./ 


And dreaming night will hide A 55 


I would not from thee. nes Gn 5 
Creſs. Beſhrew the witch! wich venomous wigh 
ſhe ſtays, 


Tedious as hell ; but flies the pape of l 


With wings more momentary ſwift han rough * 
' 44; 10 


. _ Lover's Farewel.. 226 l 2 
Injurious time, now with a robber's haſte” 
Crams his rich thiev'ry up, heknows 2 1 16 
As many farewels as be ſtars in heav'n, | 
With diſtin& breath and-conſign'd kiſſes to den, 
He fumbles up all in one looſe ad ien 
And ſcants us with a ſingle famiſh d kiſa ;; 
Diſtaſted with the ſalt of broken tears. 7 


Troilus' 5 Charatter of the Grecian Youths, 


The Grecian youths are full of ſubtle qualities, 
They're loving, well compos 'd, with gifts of nature 
Flowing, and ſwelling o'er with arts and exerciſe ; | 
How novelties may move, and parts with perſon — 
Alas -a kind of godly jealouſy | P 
(Which, I beſeech you call a virtuous n) | 
Makes me afraid. 


Scens VIII. 4 „ 
Now crack thy lungs, and ſplit thy brazen pipe; 
Blow,; villain, till thy ſphered-bias cheek 
(6) Treil, &c.] Sec Romee' and Julia, ps 213, 


Out- 
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+ Que«ſwell the cholick of puſt Aquilon 
Come, ſtretch thy cheſt, and let thy eyes — 
JO —_ tes er. | 


. 


- Diomede's ; i of N 


Tis he, I ken the manner of his gate: 
He riſes on his toe : that ſpirit of his 
In aſpiration lifts him from the earth. 


Deſcription of Creſſida. 


7 There's language in her eye, her * her 
lip: 
Nay her foot ſpeaks ; her wanton ſpirits look out 
At every joint, and motive of her body: 
Oh, theſe.encounterers ! So glib of tongue, 
They give a coaſting welcome ere it comes; 
And wide unclaſp the tables of their thoughts 
To every tickliſh reader ; ſet them down 
For fluttiſh ſpoils of opportunity, 
And daughters of the . 


D Character of Troil ue. 


The — ſon of Priam, a true knight; 
Not yet mature, yet matchleſs; firm of word; 


Speaking in deeds, and deedleſs in his tongue; 


7] There 15 &c.] Nothing Can exceed this deſeription of a an- 
ton woman, ' Richard (in the Beginning of Richard the Third) 
peaking of Jause Shore, fays, 

Wee fay that Shores wife hath a pretey 
A cherry lip, a paſſing-pleaſing tongue. 
l But in {ſajeh there is a deſcription of the wanton daughters of Zion, 
| which is peculiatly beautiful. Becauſe the daughters of Zion 
| arc haughty, and walk with LIND 'd-forth necks, and wanton 
i ches, walking, and mincing as they go, and making a tinkling 
| Bi their feet, Cc. Ser Chape i. Ver. 16, Not 


Troilus and Creſſida. 251 


Not ſoon provok'd, nor being provok'd, ſoon calm d 
d: 1 His heart and hand bath open, and both fre: 
2 For what he has, he gives; what thinks, he ſhews ; 

Yet gives he not, 'till judgement guide his bounty ; 

Nor dignifies an impair thought with breath: 

Manly as Hector, but more dangerous; 

For Hector in his blaze of wrath fubſcribes 

To tender objects: but he in heat of action 

Is more vindicative than jealous love. 


ScENE IX. Hector in Battle, 


J have, thou gallant Trojan, ſeen thee oft, 
Labouring for deſtiny, make cruel way | 
Through ranks of greekiſh youth ; and I have ſeen 

thee | *h 
As hot as Perſcus, ſpurthy Phrygian ſteed, 
Bravely deſpiſing forfeits and ſubduements, 
When thou haſt hung thy advanced ſword in th' air, 
Not letting it decline on the declin'd : 
That I have ſaid unto my ſtanders-by, 
Lo, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life ! 
And J have ſeen thee pauſe and take thy breath, 
When that a ring of Greeks have hem'd thee in, 
Like an Olympian wreſtling. 


aer 


ACT V. SCENE VI. 
wa Honour more dear than Life. 


(8) Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate; 
Life every man holds dear, but the brave man 
Holds honour far more precious-dear than life. 


*. . Honour, &c. ] See the firſt paſſage in Julius Ceſar, and 
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| Pin to be diſcarded in Wer. . 
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Fer love of all the gods ca.. 
Let's leave the hermit pity with our mothers ; 
And when we have our armour buckled on, 


The venom'd Vengeance ride upon our ſwords ! 
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Ae 


Abies, TO. 5 


Anger deſcribed, 58. Its exter- - 
nal effects, 63, n. ibid. 
Anthony 8 funeral oration, 103 
to 107, and character of Bru- 

tus, 115, 


Appearances, falſe, deſcribed, 27, 


Applauſe, deſcription of, 67. 
Army, Engliſh, the ſtate of, 33. 
Deſcription of, 755 n. ibid. 
Arthur's pathetick ſpeeches to 

Hubert, 83, 84. 
Aftrology ridiculed, 118, n. 


18 


1 


Baniſtunent, 3 


it, 177. 


22 deſcription of, . 40. 
De <xplained, 76. 


— 


his ſpeech to the peo» 
* — 202. His diſcourſe with 
Caſſius, : — to 114, n. ibid. 


Calf burniaꝰs ſpeech on mow 
gies ſeen, 100. 

Caſſius, his contempt of Ceſar, 
92 te 95, n ibid. His diſ- 

cCourſe, and parting with Bru- 
tus, 107, to 114. 

Catherine, queen, of to 
her huſband, 60, and to car- 
dinal Woolſey, and upon her 
own merit, 61, to what come 


pared, 62, 


— 


——„—ꝛ— 


| _—_ 


The I N D E X. 


Ceremony deſcribed, 31. n. ibid. 
infincere » 107. 


death, 100, n. 101. 

Child, an alienated one deſcrib- 
ed, 116, 117, n ibid. 
churchman, deſcription of 


70. 


Clare dream in the Tower, 


Gondan, when ſuperior to ac- 
tion, 244. 
n. ibid. Deſcription of, 98. 
Conkesence, a good one, de- 
ſcribed, 40, n. ibid, a guilty 
one, and it's death-bed hor- 
Tors, 43, u. ibid. the ſtruggles 
of, 35, what it is, 196. 
under 


Contemplation a zealous one 


» 193+ 
2 when 8 63. 
m. ibid. 


ara compariſon of 14. 
upon the in- 


gratitude of her fiſters, 132. 
Countenance, a guilty one, 39. 
Covntry, an | opprefied one, de- 


them, 227, to 2 " no- ibid. 


Courtſhip, a n one, 202, 
10 208. " 

Courtier, a Gnical one, deſcrip- 
tion of, 2, 3. 


Cowardice defcribed, 177. 
Cranmer, archbiſhop, his pro- 
phecy, 71, 72 n. ibid. 
, Anne of, yo n. 


ibid. 
reflections upon it, 20, 
ibid. The tranſports of, 


46, n. ibid. 


. * * . 


"nga? beſeribed, T Ir: $ p- 
port, 82, and compariſon, 
with Ceſar, 10t. n. ibid. 

Day- break, a deſcription of. 
195. 

Deceit, in a fine woman, 192. 

Death, the a proach of, 88. 

Degree a deſciiption of, 42, 
244, n. ibid. 
ay beautifully deſcribes, 1 

oe pry uy * 947 

Delichts, when not laſting, 209, 

Dependants, not to be truſted 
too much, 89. 

Deſdemona, whence derived, n. 
164, her faithfulneſs, 172. 
_ diſcover'd in bed aſleep, 173 

Deſpair, deſcribed, $7 

1 detween M r 

s lady, 142. another 145 

Diomedes, his manner of walk- 


. . Ing, 250 - 
Diſeaſes, the departute of, 83. 


wich incurable, 158 
Dover- cli e 180 
Doubt, a on of, 44s 


Dreams, refle ions on * 
198 to 01. n. ibid 


Drums, deſcrib'd, 88 


Duelling, A deſcription, of, 221 


Nut, Why n to patt- 


ing, 43 
E. 


Edgar, his zecount of his diſ- 

1 to his father, 133. n 
134 
Eleanor, her ſpeech to her hul- 
band doing pennarce, 38 

England, the people of deſcribed, 

29. its ſituation, a deſcription 

of, 74. when invincible, 91. 
pathetically gelernt 179 

x Eng/ iſh, 


* ＋ . 


W 


IND E X. 


2 theĩr veſtore of 29, 1. 


— a 2 defintetion of, 41. n. 
ibid. and 101. 

Evening, a fine one, 195 

Expedition, what, 194+ n. ibid 


F, 


Falk” s catechiſm, 11. n. "id, 

Father, the paſſion of, on the 
murder of his child, 48, n. ib. 

Fleet, ſetting fail, a deſcription 
of, 28 

Fortitude, true, what it is, 139 

Fortune deſcribed, 19- n. ibid 

Friend, a forlaken one, 224 


G, 


Glory, deſcribed, 37. n. ibid” 
Gloſter” $ farewel to the world, 
130. n. ibid 
Glouceſter, duke, his deformity, 
53. and diſſimulation, 54 
Gods, their Juſtice, 133: n. ib. 
Gold, re flections upon it, 27250 
effects 225. n. ibid, and 231 
Gouts, what, n. 140 
Greatneſs, when falling, de- 
ſcribed, 64. the cares of, 191 
Griefs, deſtroy one another, 16. 
n ibid. tokens of grief, 78. 
n. ibid. and deſcription of, 79 
n. ibid, and 179 


H. 


Hatred, remorſeleſs, 41 

Hecto deſeribed! in battle, 251 

Henry iV. bis pathetick ſpeech 
to his ſon, , 10 

—— V. 3 of by his 
father, 19. his perfeQions, 
24. n. ibid. his ſpeech before 
the battle of Agincourt, 34 

VI. his ſoliloquy, upon 
his own lenity, 54 


=. Honeſty, the Jiſpraile , 188, 
161. n · ibid 

Honour, what, 4. u. ibidi. how 
reſerved, 247, 248. its Ya- 


ue, 251 

Hope, deceitfulneſs of, 136, 3 
deſcription of it, 1 

Horror, its outward effects, 62. 


of uncloſing a conſpiracy, 80. 
ibid 


Hoſpitality, held ſacred, n. 138 
W deſcribed, 87 © | 


68 
1. Ti 


i 


Jealouſy teſcribed, x66. its tor- 
tures, 167 


Infirmity, its faults pardonable, 


I2t 
Ingratitude, in a child, 119. n. 
ibid. of falſe friends, 222 


Inhumanity deſerib'd, 70. N. Id. 


Invitation, to love, beautifully 
deſeribed, 235. n. ibid. 
Tudean, commented upon, n. 17; 
Fulter,” her invitation to R 
for his ſtay, 212. and folffo- 
quy on drinking the potion, 
215, 216 
Juſtice, lord-chief, his ſpeech to 


, Henry V. a: e 


K. 115240 
Kent, county of deſctibed, 48 
Kings, their po poſes how ex- 
ecuted, $0, n, ibid, eu” 
ry of, 16x, | 


Lady, a compleat one, 57." 2 
young one, playing and fing- 
ing, 237 n. 238. upon her 


tongue being Tut out, 238 
Lear, on the ingratitude of his 


daughters, 123. his diſtreſs - 


in a ſtorm, 124. aud excla- 


mations 


| 


2 
8. 9 » I. 


e e 


dien of, when mad. 129. hie 
. refleftions on flatterers 131. 
. his ſpeech to Corde - 
when taken priſoner. 132 
Liberty, the ſpirit of, * 


[eiflitudes, 64. its neceſſaries, 
"222. n. ibid, and 23 re- 


compared, and to what, 159 
Lord, of heaven ever to be re- 
membered, 8 
Love deſcribed, 198. its heralds, 
Who, 208. in a young ſoldier 
241 to 243. n. ibid. r 
1. m 248 x" 1 
overs, wr parting, 4. n. 
„ibid. exclamation of one 164. 
Bo ibid, their lightneſs of foot 
and impatience, 209. an ex- 
pecting one deſcribed, 245 
the parting and farewel in a 
„morning. 249 
Lion, an * wad 
bed, 47 


7 * 


* M. 


Macheh, his temper, 137. and 
Irreſolution, 138. his ſoli- 


oqu 141. n. ibid. 
2 ede en upon his bloody 
2 144. n. ibid. his 
s guilt and fear, 1 45 3. 
oo at the fight of the 
oft. 147 
cbeth, lady, ber ſoliloguy on 
the approach of Duncan, 137 
n. ibid another, 142 
behaviour, with a taper in her 
- hand, 155 
Macdef, on the manger of his 


tion of, 153 
Madneſs, "how occafioned, 88. 
H. ibid. to 90. 


ene p- 39 


125 to 1:8. n. ibid deſcrip- 


A Snake of 12. and vi- 


_HeRions upon it, 158. n. ib. 


wife and children, exclama. 


Malcolm's charaQer of himſelf» 


75 and diſcourſe with e 

152 

Malin men deſcribed, 505 

Man, his tears deſcribed, $9. 2 
plaip, blunt one, 120, a wil- 
ful one, his injuries the effect 
of, * er upon him 
12 

Margaret, en, her exeeta- 
tion, and high birth, 188, n. 
ibid. her exprobation in a 
ſoliloquy, 195 N 

Marriage deſcribed, 37 

Melancholy, the parent of er- 
ror, 1x5 

Mercy deſcribed, 235 T 

Methager of il news, 155 n. 
ibi 

Mob, to what compared, 53 

Morning, adefcription of, 49. 
the dawn of, 50. another 
beautiful deſcription of it, 
222 to 21 5. n. ibid. | 

Mother, the fondneſs of, 78. 
and ravings, $r. her grief, 
and deſpondency, 82 

Mounds explain' d, n. 233 

Murder deſcribed, 193 

Murderer, his looks, 8 f. and 

nde! conſcience, 191 


N. 


News-tellers, a deſcription of, 
85 

Night, in camp, deſcribed, 28. 

another deſcription of, 44 

n. ibid. 


O. 
* to princes, 10 a, 


* "NY miſtaken, 121 | 

Omens, on the birth of Richard 
III. 56, 57 

Otbello's motive to marry, and 

relation of his courtſhip, * 


4 


* 
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i firſt Faſpicion, 164, 165. 
and ſolilogquy. when work d 
up to jealouſy, 166. his 
ſpeech, on receiving his man- 
date to return, 169. and 
pathetic upbraiding of his 
wife, * his ſoliloquy in 
the bed-bhamber, 173 his 


confu on, love, and bitter re- 


morſe, 174. his laſt ſpeech, 


8 


P, 
Painting, to what compar d, 


221 

Paſſion, a riſing one deſerib'd, 
122 

Path, a verb, explain'd, n. 98 


Patience and ſorrow deſcribed, 


229+ n. ibid. 
Patriotiſm, what, 92. n. ib; 
Peace, after a civil war, 92. 
n. ibid. 


perſection, admits of no addi- 


tion 
perſon, deſeription of a mur- 
der d one, one in de- 


ſpair, to compar'd, 


239 
Piercy, lady, her pathetick 
ſpeech, 5 
ee 1 n 73, 74 


Pity, to be diſcarded, 


253 
' Pleaſure, of doing good, 221 


deſcription of, 245 


Popularity deſcrib'd, 178 


Portia's ſpeech to Brutus, 99 


Poſt- meſſenger, a Wee of 


14 
Pounce-box deſcrib'd, n,z 
Power, the abuſe of, 131. and 


— ($1 
Preferment, whence got, 160 
2 its own cure, 247 


— 


INDEX 


- 


a : 


s ridicuPd; 6. "dx „id. 
Prognoſticks, of war, rio * 
Prologue, opinion of, 

n. ibid. 
Providence, the dae 10 


R. | 
ws © 
Reflections upon killing 2 4% 
2 9. n. ibid. 
Reputation, what, 165. it. th, 
and 166. the praiſe of, 1559 
Reſentment, when deepeſt, 39 
Reſpect deſcrib'd, 44 
Revenge, the repreſentation of 
it, 10 . u. ibid. and n. 102 
and deſcription, 240, 45 
Rhymers, ridicul'd, 6. t 
what compar d, n. 6, 7 
Richa d Il, tis ſpeech on his 
arrival in England, 180, and 
entry into London, 183 His 
ſoliloquy in priſon, 184. 135, 
his ſotiloquy on his own de- 
formity, 186. his love for 
— 2 9 praiſe of his 
on, 187. his hypoeriſy, 
189 his character, by his 
mother, 195. his ſtarting 
cut of his dre»m, and ſolilo- 
quy before the battle, 1905 
his behaviour after 
alarum, 197. 
Richmond, duke of, his prayers 
196. 
Ring, in a dark pit, its effect, 
and how compar d _ 
Fit 


al „ 
== 


Romeo, his courtſhip 
liet, 202, on his baniſh» 
ment, 210. his re 
of, and diſcourſe with, the 
— 

21 


Royalty: "hemiſeries of, am" 


Rumour deſcrib d, 13, n. ids | 


te 18 e a 


©; > Liens ball 


RY nd 


2 x . 


8 4 * 
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Say, ford, his apology, 43 
Scarded, explained, n. 9 
Scene, a murdering one, 139 
« Scotched, explained, n. 145 
Self-intereſt, deſcribed, 7 

{ Shepherd's life, the bleſſings of, 
Fo to 5a. n. ibid. 

. * on ambitious thoughts, 


Slave, a laborious one, deſcrip- 
tion of, 32. n. 32, 32 
Sleep de * 17. a. 17, 18. 


again 
Spirit, — 2 one, 26. 


— — -_ —— cu WY 


"A or 25 a low one, the bleſ- 
fings of, 60. N. ibid. 
Steward, a faithful one, 221 
Stories, melancholy, deſeribed, 
13182 
| Submiſſion to heaven, our duty, 
192 
{ Succeſs, not equal to our hopes, 


— riſing deſcribed after a 


dark ne ahi - 
7. 


| + Tears. to what compared, 239 

Thoughts. when ine Reftual, 

178 | 

| Timon, his execrations. 123,214 
n 224. 


1 e ſpeech to Aleibiades, 


2327 
F Ax his difcourfe os. Ape- 
manthus, 229 
222 
— my" api fe» 
ward, 233 


— new ones, 73 
| Troilus, his character, and jea- 


, Jouly of the Grecian 155 
64 AS er 0 


battle, 49. n. i 


at IN D E X. 


Trumpeter, E defeription” of, 
249 

Truit, in man, the vanity of, 
192. n. ibid, 


Twilight, deſcribed, 8. n. ibid. 
| v. 


Vale, a dark one, deſcribed,r 36 
n. "ibid. 

Victory. a deſcription of, by the 
French, Hg! and by the E n- 
glith, 7 

2 "the look and zeal of, 


s deſcribed, 1271 
Vulgar, the ficklenefs of, de- 


ſcribed, r7 
W. 


Waped, explain'd, n. 226 
War, the miſeries of, 35. 2. 
— ibid. 19 1 
Warrior, à gallant one, 10 
Warwick, duke of, his dying 
| ſpeech, 555 56. n. ibid. 
| Wife; ſong of to her hnſband, 
7.n,7, 8. a good one, the 
— deſcription of 59 . 
Witches, deſcribed, 1 39- n. ibid 
their power, 11 
 Whlfry's ſpeech to Cromwell, 6 5 
66. n. ibid. the death of, 
67. his virtues and vices; 68. 
69. 0. ibid. 
. an | ambitions one, 
1 
Wrong. and abel; deſeil- 
bed, 234 


. „ bed 


4 | £7 1 
* . earl of, ddr we. 34. 


355 4, 35 5 
York, duke of, on the be 2ha- 
vidur of his —_ a7. in 


